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introduction 


I was feeling good about the state of filking in Britain when I finished 
"THE OLD GREY WASSAIL TEST" in 1987 - but I’m feeling even 
better now. The Filk Concert at the 1987 Worldcon in Brighton went 
well - except for the technical problems which meant we had no tape. 
The Filk Concert at Follycon - the British National convention held m 
Liverpool at Easter 1988 - surpassed all my expectations. The number 
of people singing and writing seems to be increasing exponentially. So 
this second volume of British Filk Songs is somewhat larger than the 
First - and we have been able to include chords and/or music for some 
of the songs. Also there will be at least one tape - available early in 
1989. 

As you may have spotted from the contents list this book is divided 
into four sections as follows 

1 - Songs about Filking (the incestuous section!) 

2 - Songs about conventions. 

3 - Songs inspired by fiction, comics, TV, film, etc 

4 - Uncategorised/uncategorisable songs. 

Special thanks to Phil Allcock for the title of this book. After he 
suggested it I told him NO - we can’t use that under any 
circumstance. I’m looking forward to seeing his face when he sees the 
first copy ! 

Thanks are due also to the product ion team, namely 
Richard Edwards (FBL), typesetting the words. 

Roger Robinson (BECCON Publications), initial typing & publishing 
Rhodri James & friends, typesetting the music. 

Philip Hazel - Music Typesetting Program - © SILVERFEN 


Ctvt.ha North. Sept 1988. 
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I GOT IT FROM GYTHA 

WORDS Colin Fine - Aug 198 

MUSIC "J Got it from Agnes - Tom Lehrer 


Just like my Mends, I love to sing, 

And we will sing oh, anything. 

Because our voices aren’t smooth as silk, 

What¬ 
ever we hear, WE FILK! 

I got it from Gytha, 

She got it from Hugh, 

Who must have heard it from someone, but he doesn’t remember who. 
He thinks it was maybe Patricia, 

Who got it from Andy; 

And I’ve a horrible feeling that he . . . 

Got it from me! 

Rafe gave it to Sheila, 

She sang it to Bruce, 

Who picked it up on his microphone, but it wasn’t very much use. 

He couldn’t make out all the words, 

But he sang it just the same. 

Then Alison got her hands on it, and changed it - 
All but the name. 


Phil got it from Kari, 

She heard it from Steve 

Who copied it down from a bootleg tape, of a quality you wouldn’t believe! 

Phil added a couple of verses, 

And passed it on to me: 

Technical Difficulties sang it all in perfect 
Three-part harmony! 

(but anyway) 

I got it from Gytha, 

(Or did she get it from me?) 

We don’t know which way round it was, 

But one thing we both agree: 

We’ll sing it to Bruce and to Sheila, 

We’ll sing it to Rafe and to Hugh, 

And if you’re very unlucky, then we might 
(we only said '‘might”) 

Sing it to you! 


NOTE - The idea for this song came ffom Gwen Funnell. 
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WIDDICOMBE FILK 

WORDS Mike Whitaker &: Rhodri James - 1988 

MUSIC "Widdicombe Fair" 


Lawrence, oh Lawrence, lend me your guitar, 

G major, E minor, D7, D. 

For I’ve got a filk song I’m wanting to star - t 
With Phil Allcock, Steve Davies, Val Housden, 
And Old Aunty Gytha and all, 

And Old Aunty Gytha and all. 


Steve White,Sue Mason, Chris Malme, 


Oh Mike, oh Mike, won’t you lend me a pick ? 

G major, E minor, D7, D. 

’Cause I’ve worn my fingernails down to the quick 

With Phil Allcock, Steve Davies, Val Housden, Steve White,Sue Mason, Chris Malme, 
And Old Aunty Gytha and all, 

And Old Aunty Gytha and all. 


Colin, oh Colin, please lend me a song, 

G major, E minor, D7, D. 

That’s neither too high nor too fast nor too long 

With Phil AUcock, Steve Davies, Val Housden, Steve White,Sue Mason, Chris Malme, 
And Old Aunty Gytha and all, 

And Old Aunty Gytha and all. 


Bruce, oh Bruce can't you write me some words ? 

G major, E minor, D7, D. 

And make them the best that these Hikers have heard 

With Phil Allcock. Steve Davies, Val Housden, Steve White,Sue Mason, Chris Malme, 
And Old Aunty Gytha and all, 

And Old Aunty Gytha and all. 


Rafe Culpin, Rafe Culpin, please buy me a drink, 

G major, E minor, D7, D. 

’Cause if you refuse then I’ll just have to sing - k 

With Phil Allcock, Steve Davies, Val Housden, Steve White,Sue Mason, Chris Malme, 
And Old Aunty Gytha and all, 

And Old Aunty Gytha and all. 

Oh Pat, dearest Pat, won’t you lend me your voice ? 

G major, E minor, D7, D. 

I’ve been singing all evening and mine’s gone all hoice 

With Phil Allcock, Steve Davies, Val Housden, Steve White,Sue Mason, Chris Malme, 
And Old Aunty Gytha and all, 

And Old Aunty Gytha and all. 

Shelagh, oh Shelagh, please lend me a pen 
G major, E minor, D7, D. 

’Cause Frank Hayes disease has just struck me again 

With ....er.... Phil AUcock, Steve Davies, Val Housden, Steve White, 

Sue Mason, Chris Malme, Hugh Mascetti, Pat Brown, 

Steve Glover, Pat Ames, Lawrence Dean, Vanessa Chan, 

Dave Brown, Shelagh Lewins, Bruce MacDonald, Colin Fine, 

Alison Scott, Emma Chapman, Mike Whitaker, Rhodri James, 

— Hang on, that’s me ! 

And Old Aunty Gytha and aU, 

And Old Aunty Gytha and aU. 


NOTE- 

The editor wishes it to be known that the OLD Aunty referred to in the song can't possibly be herself 


FLYING FISH 


WORDS 

MUSIC 


Lawrence Dean 
Lawrence Dean 


1 

1 












































C Am 

It's been suggested we should start a fan fund 
C ® 

To pay for someone we would like to see, 

C Am . 

So she can come and sing at our convention; 

E 

I guess that the next move is up to me. 

C Am 

I’ve got a fiver here to send to Gytha 
C E 

My gift will be accomp’nied by a plea: 

C , Am 

"Dear Gytha, please encourage more donations, 
G E' , Am, 

So we can fly a Fish across the sea 


The Transatlantic Fish Fund’s under way 

a m Em E 

And there’s many of us here prepared to pay 
Am C 

To see Leslie come across to the U.K., 

G Am 

For we do so want to hear her sing and play 

G E E7 Am 

Yes, we’re gonna make it happen, come what may ! 


Now Leslie is a most prolific filker. 

Her songs are of the finest quality. 

We’ve heard her on the tapes sold by Off Centaur; 
She never sings a note that is off-key. 

She has a big guitar, its name is Monster, 

A twelve-string that she plays upon her knee, 

And everyone I know is keen to meet her, 

So come, let’s fly this Fish across the sea. 


The Transatlantic Fish Fund's under way 
And there’s many of us here prepared to pay 
To see Leslie come across to the U.K., 

For we do so want to hear her sing and play 
Yes, we’re gonna make it happen, come what may ! 

She writes great songs to poetry by Kipling; 

"Cold Iron", "Tarrant Moss" and "Rimini". 

Her music is terrific and uplifting, 

As filk fans everywhere must all agree. 

So everybody keep the money coming; 

Let’s turn this dream into reality, 

And soon we’ll hear the sound of Leslie’s strumming 
At our filk con, where we wanted her to be. 


The Transatlantic Fish Fund’s under way 
And there's many of us here prepared to pay 
To see Leslie come across to the U.K., 

For we do so want to hear her sing and play 
Yes, we’re gonna make it happen, come what may ! 


EDITORIAL NOTE - The fund is now renamed The FI 
an American filker to a British con. All donations will 
hope Leslie can make it to a con here. 
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THE GREAT FISHFILKERING EXPEDITION 

WORDS Colin Fine - 9-13 May 1988 
MUSIC Traditional 


Come gather all you filkingmen that sing in any key 1 
And listen to the story I’m about to tell to ’ee 
Concerning the bold filking fans who go where’er they like 
A-searching for new filksongs with a Walkman and a mike. 

’Twas in the year of *88 (or was it ’89 ?) 

That we set sail for Liverpool, bound for a damn good time. 

The corridors were endless, they were walled with marble hewn: 

It took us half an hour, me lads, to reach the filking room. 

Our Captain’s name was Gytha and she wore a dress of red 2 
And I don’t know the reason that she didn’t go to bed. 

She was a lusty Viking maid, it was her greatest joy 
To drive around the country in the Beast with her big . 3 

Two hours into the concert, a frightful shower we spied: 

Smilker and the Abrahams* - the audience nearly died. 

Their leader tried to get away as soon as they were done, 

But our Captain held him by the scruff, and wouldn’t let him run. 

"It’s time we had a filkcon here! Are you with me, yea or nay?” 
The audience cheered wildly, they nothing would gainsay. 

"We’ll get this wretch to run it: I’m sure he’ll do his best. 

"And as for me, now wouldn’t you like me as your honoured guest?" 

So everyone got cracking, to obey the Captain’s wish. 5 
But one thing there was lacking: no slightest hint of Fish. 

We’d make our Filkcon better if we could get Leslie 
Across the wide Atlantic with her Monster on her knee. 

The Transatlantic Fish Fund is angling for support, 

To cast a line across the sea, and see what we have caught. 

So send your fivers right away: if Leslie makes the trip, 

We all be benefisheries of her musicianship. 


NOTES 

1 - Or none. 

2 - Well, any colour you can think of really, as long as it*s striking. 

3 - This rhyme omitted for reasons of self-preservation. 

4 - So what do you want, accuracy or scansion ? 

5 - Poetic licence. 


See also note at end of previous song. 
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FILKINGFAN 

WORDS Philip Allcock 

MUSIC "Nowhere Man" - Lennon Sc McCartney 


He’s a real filking fan. 

F C 

Very few of his songs scan, 
p Fm C 

Those that do will seldom rhyme, at all. 


All his singing is off key, 

Mumbling words inaudibly. 

And he’s on verse forty-three, at least. 


Filking fan please listen. You don’t know what you’re missing. 

Em F 

Though scansion, rhyme, key, voice and ear would be a good start. 

He sings nothing that’s not "ose". 

Ose, more ose and more morose. 

We just pray the end is close, but not a hope. 

Filking fan don’t worry. Take your time, don’t hurry. 

Just make sure you wake us all up, if you ever stop. 

Now I know none of you 
Ever sing this way it’s true. 

Just make sure you never do, and if someone 
Ever does, then please feel free to sing this one. 
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OUR WAY 


WORDS Valerie Housden 

MUSIC "My Way" 


And now the time has come, 

Dm ET 

And we must sing our final chorus. 

Am C 

Our song must now outpun 

D7 G 

The silly songs that came before us. 

G Gma)7 Dm 

We’ll sing the verses through, 

GO C Am7 

And we may say, not in a shy way, 
G Am7 D7 

Oh no, oh no, not us, 

D7 Am7 D7 G 

We’ll filk it OUR WAY. 


Bum notes, we’ve sung a few, 

But then again, too few to mention. 

(We’ve made) Fans laugh, we’ve made them groan 
So many times at this convention. 

We filked the whole night through 
And only stopped at break of day, 

And more, much more than that, 

We filked it OUR WAY. 


Bm DO G Gmaj7 Dm7 

Yes, there were songs, we do admit 
C Cmaj7 

That really were a load of sh—cobblers! 

Am D7 

But through it all, you sang along, 

_ Bm Em 

Even when we got things wrong ! 

Am 

The filk book’s battered, 

D7 

And we feel shattered, 

Am7 D7 G 

(But) We filked OUR WAY. 


(As you) All know, a tape’s been made 
Of all the songs you have heard, tonight. 
But this filk you will not hear, 

Because the tune’s still under copyright. 
(But we’ll) Ignore that mundane law 
And keep on filking anyway, 

And more, much more than that, 

We’ll fiik it OUR WAY. 


For what is a fan? What has she(he) got ? 
If not her(his) filk, than she(he) has not. 
The mundane world may take its toll, 

But filk ensures that toll is small. 

We filked the song, 

You sang along, 

And filked it OUR WAY ! 
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THE FILKER’S REVENGE 

WORDS Mike Whitaker & Anne Rundle 

MUSIC ''Star Trekking " 


Filk Singing, across the Universe 

The music stays the same ’cause we only change the words. 

Filk Singing, across the Universe 

That bit was the chorus - now here comes a verse. 


It’s in the Old Grey Wassail Test, Wassail Test, Wassail Test 
It’s in the Old Grey Wassail Test, Wassail Test, Jim. 


Filk Singing, across the Universe 

The music stays the same ’cause we only change the words. 

Filk Singing, across the Universe 

That bit was the chorus - here comes another verse. 


It’s the Firm, Jim, but not as we know it ... . 
It’s in the Old Grey Wassail Test .... 


Filk Singing .... 

Ye canna change the laws of copyright . . . 

We come in peace - steal the words . . ■ 

It’s worse than that, it’s filked, Jim . . . 

It’s the Firm, Jim, but not as we know it . . . 

It’s in the Old Grey Wassail Test . . . 

Filk Singing, across the Universe 

The music stays the same ’cause we only change the words. 

Filk Singing, across the Universe 

That bit was the chorus - and that’s the final verse. 



I 


8 


LUTON STATION 

WORDS Zander Nyrond 

MUSIC 'Morning has Broken" 


Voices have broken, 
Scansion is wonky, 

From Nome to Hoboken, 
From Leeds to L.A. 
Mundanes are cringing, 
Mundanes are swooning, 
For we are singeing, 

To welcome the day. 


Songs for the Trufan, 

Songs for the Trekfan, 
Taught to each new fan, 

Down at the Tun; 1 
Songs of great beauty, 
Pathos and wisdom. 

*T is a fan’s duty, 

To sing at least one. 

Scorn you our singing ? 

We sneer at your scorning ! 
Full value we’re wringing 
From every duff rhyme: 

Flee from our sneering, 

Flee from our singing, 

The train it is nearing - 
First verse one more time ! 


(First verse one more time !) 


NOTE 1 - The London fan group used to meet at the One Tun, Saffron Hill, Farringdon but has now 
moved to the Wellington Tavern, Waterloo on the first Thursday of every month. The 'Wiggle" - the filkers’ 
meeting is at the "One Tun" on the last Friday of each month — usually. 
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SMOKE ON THE FILKERS 


fc 


WORDS Mike Whitaker - 1987 
MUSIC “Smoke on the Water" - Deep Purple 

We all came out to Brighton 
For an SF convention 

To go filking at the Wordcon - we didn’t see much sun. 1 
Mike Moorcock and Hawkwind were at the best place in town 

Till Hugh Mascetti with a flare gun 2 
Burned the place to the ground. 

Smoke on the Water 
Fireworks in the sky 
Smoke on the Water. 

Dermot hit the West Pier 

It died with an awful splash. 3 
Lots of fans were running in and out 
Trying to find some place to crash. 

And when the con was over we’d have to find another place 
All our cash was running out - bankruptcy we’d have to face. 

Smoke on the Water 
Fireworks in the sky 
Smoke on the Water. 

We moved into a new hotel - it was empty cold and bare. 4 
But the hotel manager said to us 
"You can’t make your music there!" 

With a few old chairs, and a few old beds 
We made a Viking pyre 

Tied him on, set it adrift and watched the flames burn higher. 5 
Smoke on the Water 
Fireworks in the sky 
Smoke on the Water. 


NOTES 

1 - True. 

2 - Fiction. 

3 - It was already dead. 

4 - True. 

5 - Oh, I just wish . . . 
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FANNY FOWLER FROM FILKINGTON GREEN 



pret- ty Fan- ny Fowl- er from Filk- ing- ton Green 















































c Am7 G7 C 

I’m a broken-hearted young neofan in trouble aa you see. 

Dm Em7 , D , , G7 

For I love a pretty fan, but we don t agree, 

C AmT Dm G7 

’Cos I’m into comic books and she’s into filk, 

C F G7 C 

And she likes to sing and play guitar with fans of that ilk. 


G G7 C Am7 . 

She can sing like a nightingale 
Dm G7 

And play like a dream 
C F 

Can pretty Fanny Fowler 
G7 C 

From Filkington Green ! 


Well I’ve been reading comic books since I was a lad 

And I thought I’d be my fave character in the con masquerade 

So I kissed my loved one tenderly, and to her I said : 

"Won’t you make me a hero’s costume like that of Judge Dredd?" 


She can sing . . . 

She strummed her guitar softly as she shook her head. 

Tve got a new finger-picking style to practice", she said. 

Well I don’t mind her rehearsing - but, well, you know what I mean, 
A girl’s best friend ought to be her sewing machine ! 

She can sing . . . 

Me mate said, "The trouble is, you just think of yourself. 

"You’ve got to make it worth her while, and include me as well !" 

So I put an idea to her, I thought it a cinch. 

But she refused to play Chrysoprasia to our D.R. and Quinch! 

She can sing . . . 

So at the next convention the masquerade lacked Judge Dredd. 

And I went to hear my love at the filking instead. 

But as the night grew older, so all was revealed — 

She’s been duetting for months with a filker from Keele ! 


She can sing . . . 
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THE DEVIL IS A FILKER 

WORDS Steve Davies 

MUSIC "My Bonny Lies over the Ocean" 


There once was an SF convention, 
’Twas only a little time back, 

When the Devil himself he felt peckish, 
And went there to look for a snack. 


The Devil he walked through the hotel, 

A’looking for souls he could eat, 

When he heard a full dozen filksinging, 

To the sound of guitars low and sweet. 

Now the devil himself is a filker, 

Y’can see he’s that sort of a bloke, 

So he sat himself down in the circle, 

And started to roll him a toke. 

Then the devil he picked up his gittar, 

’Twas lying right there on the ground, 

And the strings it was strung with were mangut, 
And the echo of hell in its sound. 


So the Devil he sung them a filksong, 

To the tune of Original Sin, 

’Twas funny and bawdy and clever, 

And the room nearly shook with the din. 


Then into the room came a manager, 
As slimy and evil as sin, 

He said, now me innocent filkers, 

You don’t know the trouble you’re in. 

This room isn’t licensed for singing, 
And what is that substance I smell ? 
There’s wine bottles under the table, 
You’re not booked into this hotel 


Then the Devil leaped up looking hungry, 

He said, so it’s suppertime now i 
He stuck the guy under his armpit, 

And hollered out loud, "Going down !” 

Now since then the staff never bug us, 

’Cause the manager never came back, 

But there’s a bloody great hole in the floorboards, 
And the carpet is smoky and black. 
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BAND FROM ARGO 


WORDS Rafe Culpin, plus other people conned into writing verses. 
MUSIC n Banned from Argo " by Leslie Fish. 

When our ship pulls into Terra from our distant native star, 

Our band set out to play our songs in every joint and bar. 

We had high expectations of their hospitality, 

But found too late they weren’t designed for aliens such as we. 

And we’re a Band from Argo, on the run, 

A Band from Argo, we’re just having a little fun. 

But pretty soon we’ll sure leave here, about three days or four, 

For Terra just can’t stand us any more. 

We played a gig in Italy, it’s really quite a place, 

And Goravon was showing off just how well he sings bass, 

He’s ten yards tall, weighs fifteen tons, he really has some power, 

And there’s no need to be quite so sore about your Leaning Tower. 

And we’re a Band . . . 

A Lagran’s mating habits can get a bit complex, 

And Vageneth (our drummer) keeps on changing his/her sex. 

The female form is purest white, the male a dark black stain — 

And I don’t think we’ll be visiting South Africa again ! 

And we’re a Band . . . 

Randoran is our bassman, his guitar is quite unreal 

For it’s two hundred metres long with '’strings" of cabled steel. 

Alas he left his pick in Argo, now so far away 

But using Sydney Opera House he found he still could play. 

And we’re a Band . . . 

Our Band is Argo’s finest and our records are our pride, 

But never have our concert’s cordon sones been ten miles wide. 

We’re sorry ’bout the wreckage, and the riots and the fuss, 

But you Earthlings are weird (at least, that’s how it seems to us). 

And we’re a Band . . . 

We’ve gigged with many life-forms from so many different worlds, 

Some of them so ghastly my antennae are still curled, 

But when these things called "Filkers” sang their own sweet roundelay 
We only took one look at them and ran the other way ! 

And we’re a Band . . . 


NOTE - 1st three verses a nd chorus by Rafe Culpin, then two by Phil Allcock and the last by Diana Bass. 
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BANANA FILK SONG 

WORDS Mike Whitaker - 1988 

MUSIC "The Banana Boat Song" - well, almost. 


Day-O - Day-0 

Daylight come, we don’t wanna go home. 
Day-0 - Day-0 

Daylight come, we don’t wanna go home. 

Come Mr. Filksinger, sing another ose song; 
Daylight come, we don’t wanna go home. 
Slow and drear and forty seven verse long; 
Daylight come, we don’t wanna go home. 


Day-0 . . . 

Come Mr. Filksinger, sing a song of Dorsai; 
Daylight come, we don’t wanna go home. 

15 men and 37 horse die; 

Daylight come, we don't wanna go home. 


Day-0 . . . 

Come Mr. Filksinger, don’t you thing perhaps we’ve 
Daylight come, we don’t wanna go home. 

Heard enough songs that are set to Greensleeves . . . 

(NOTE - change tune to the last line of the aforementioned Greensleeves) 
Daylight come and we’re gonna go home. 
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THE TRAGEDY 

WORDS Marion van der Voort 
MUSIC "The Ash-Grove" 


I heard the first filkers and wanted to be one 
So took an old folk tune and changed every word. 

I thought that my first try should just be a wee one 
So went to the filkers and begged to be heard. 

As soon as I started they screamed and departed. 

I stood broken-hearted, my hopes on the mat. 

They returned and said coldly, I must never sing boldly. 
My words are just fine but my singing was flat. 

So now I take old tunes and fit in the wrong words 
For filkers who praise me because I can write. 

They pinch all my best lines - those horrible songbirds 
Who sleep half the morning and sing all the night. 

But soon I will pay them, I'll trap them and slay them. 
This portion of mayhem will really suit me. 

When there’s only me left I’ll never feel bereft - 
I’ll sing all the songs and I’ll sing them off key. 
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ONE TRACK MIND 


WORDS Lawrence Dean 
MUSIC "(What a) Wonderful World 

Don’t know any Fan History, 

Fanzine jargon’s double Dutch to me, 

Don’t know much about Cyberpunk, 

Don’t know why D. West is always drunk, 

But I do know a song or two 
And if I could sing just one to you 
What a wonderful con this would be. 

Don’t know much about D & D; 

Role-play games are too involved for me. 

Star Trek episodes shown on TV; 

I’ve seen all the ones I want to see. 

But if I could sing this Viking song, 

Look, it’s only thirty verses long ... 

What a wonderful con this could be. 

I don’t claim to be a good Hiker, 

But I’m trying to be; 

Maybe if you could come in on the chorus, 

They won’t notice I am off-key, oh-oh. 

Don’t know much about weaponry; 

Single combat’s not the thing for me, 

And I’ll never be a costumed fan, 

Though I’ll still take pictures when I can; 

But it’s Filk that’s got a hold of me 
And if you’ll just listen up, you’ll see 
What a wonderful con this can be, 

What a wonderful con this can be, 

What a wonderful con this can be, 

What a wonderful con this IS. 
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THE BALLAD OF ROOM 218 

WORDS Philip Allcock 

MUSIC "The Ballad of Transport #18“ - Leslie Fish 


Dm/Am C/G . A/E 

We were thirty eight filk fans in room two eighteen, 

A7/E7 , , , Dm/Am C/G 

The hour it was late and the songs were obscene. 

F/C C/G F/C C/G 

When the neighbours came round with their eyes dull and red 
A/E „ A7/E7 . Dm/Am 

Saying please would we go smg some place else instead. 


F/C C/G 

So pity us poor filkers, wherever we roam 

A/E A7/E7 Dm/Am 

For there's always someone telling us to go home. 


So we went to the lobby and started again, 

But were begged to stop by the poor DCM 
Saying working all night is a bad enough hell 
Without having to hear all your ’singing’' as well. 


So pity us poor filkers, wherever we roam 

For there’s always someone telling us to go home. 


So we left him in peace and we split into shifts 
And took turns to sing in the hotel’s small lifts, 

For we thought them safe haven for filk-singing bards - 
But were quickly thrown out by some fans playing Charades. 


So pity us poor filkers, wherever we roam 

For there's always someone telling us to go home. 

So we sang in the corridors, sang in the bars, 

We sang in the basement surrounded by cars, 

Even sang in the sauna and sang by the pools, 

But were always informed that we broke hotel rules. 


So pity us poor filkers, wherever we roam 

For there’s always someone telling us to go home. 

So we sang where we could ’til the dawn came at last - 
Concluded our filksing and went to break fast. 

Then crept off for some sleep with our eyes dull and red 
And found staff in our rooms busy changing the beds. 


So pity us poor filkers, we want to go home. 

But they won’t let us in so we’ll just have to roam. 
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TEN TONE-DEAF FILKERS 

WORDS Mike Whitaker, Phil Nansen & Shelagh Lewins 
MUSIC "Ten Green Bottles" 


Ten tone deaf filkers, sitting in the hall, 

Ten tone deaf filkers, sitting in the hall, 

And if one tone deaf filker answers nature’s call 
There’ll be nine tone deaf filkers 
Sitting in the hall. 

9 . . . sitting in a con 

.... finds his voice is gone . . . 

8 . . . sitting in a bar 

.... breaks a string on his guitar . . . 

7 . . . make an awful din 

.... is slipped a Mickey Finn . . . 

6 . . . sitting in a ring 

.... runs out of things to sing . . . 

5 . . . singing of Dorsai 

.... forgets and sings too high . . . 

4 . . . singing through the night 
.... goes and fuses all the lights . . . 

3 ... in a darkened room 

.... goes missing in the gloom . . . 

2 . . . lying in a heap 

.... gives up and goes to sleep . . . 

One tone deaf filker looking for a filk 
One tone deaf filker looking for a filk 
And if one tone deaf filker finds others of his ilk 
There’ll be ten tone deaf filkers 
Starting up a filk ! 
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OH, WHAT A HORRIBLE FILKSONG 

WORDS Valerie Housden - 1988 

MUSIC “Oh, What a Beautiful doming" 


E BT E 

(’Twas) At the filksing last night that it happened, 
E B7 E 

’Twas at his turn to sing that it happened. 

B7 E A 

The audience groaned, 


A E A 

As the drivel he droned, 

A B7 E , F#m7 B7 

And suddenly the awful truth dawned upon me 


! 


E DA 

Oh, what a horrible filksong 
A E B7 

That song is so horribly twee ! 

E G#A 

I’ve got a horrible feeling 
E B7 E 

That song was written by me ! 


Oh, I really felt proud when I wrote it, 

I’d achieved something great when I wrote it. 
The lines were in time, 

And the lyrics all rhymed, 

(and) The guitar accompaniment was in E. 


Oh, what a . . . 


Oh, the puns are so bad, they’re not funny, 
Yes, to tell you the truth, they’re not funny, 

It makes me feel ose, 

And even morose, 

To hear that old filksong get sung back at me. 


Oh, what a . . . 

For I’ve heard enough songs about dungeons, 
There’s a surfeit of songs about dungeons, 

And dragons I think 
Would be better extinct. 

Oh, bring on the balrog, let’s climb up that tree ! 


Oh, what a . . . 

Can you think of a good rhyme for silver ? 

Why don’t you find a good rhyme for silver ! 

(No) I don’t think it’s clever 

I wish that I’d never 

Sung the thing so often at Conspiracy ! 


Oh, what a . . . 

Oh, It’s so HORRIBLY twee ! 


NOTE - This song was inspired by the Follycon Elk-writing workshop. 



SECTION 
TWO - 

CONVENTIONAL 

SONGS 
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GREAT CONVENTION 

WORDS Valerie Housden - 1987 
MUSIC "Chelsea Morning" - Joni Mitchell 


D 

He said, "This is a great convention, 

B D 

The programme’s a load of crap ! 

A. E A B 

Lots of silly quizzes, I’ve had enough of that, 

E A , E t . 

Of silly games and pork pie races, 

F#m B B7 

Of masquerades and fireworks ! 

ED E 

I’ll stay in the bar, I’ve come this far, 

A B7 E 

And I’ll sit and watch the stupid berks !*’ 

He said, "This is a great convention, 

The food’s a load of shit ! 

Cardboard pies and burgers, I’ll have none of it. 

No Pizza Hut, no Curry Inn, 

No decent grub for miles around. 

I’ll stay in the bar, I’ve come this far, 

And drink myself into the ground !” 

E A F#m 

"And the video programme’s a load of rubbish, 

B7 E 

I’ve seen them all before. 

A G# 

The games room’s full of Trekkies, 

A F#m A D 

The computer’s monopolised by all those hacking kids and bores 

He said, This is a great convention, 

The bar’s run out of beer ! 

Just gaseous sugar-water, What am I doing here ?" 

Well, I’d had enough, you’ve probably guessed, 

Of his arrogant pretension, 

I said, "Stay in the bar, you’ve come this far, 

I’ll go and find the convention !" 

E A F#m 

And I found lots of friendly people, 

B7 E 

And I joined in a filk song, 

Went to panel discussions and talks and films, 

A F#m B 

Played charades, then room parties all night long. 

DT D . , , E 

Oh, come onl It’s a great convention ! 


NOTE - Joni Mitchell tunes her guitar to "open E" and moves her hand up and down the Gretboard in the 
E major chord shape. So do I. The above accompaniment is a rough approximation only , using standard 
tuning. 
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BEFORE THE YAWN (The D.C.M.) 

WORDS Philip Allcock 

MUSIC "Before the Dawn" - Mike Whitaker (see song no.82) 


Watcher o’er the con, I see you wand’ring, 

About the hotel in the early morn, 

Trying to stay awake, though you’re short of sleep, 
In the lonely hours that come before the dawn. 

Watcher o’er the con, I hear the Hikers, 

As they sing their mournful ose songs so forlorn. 
And that’s how you feel, as you walk alone, 

In the noisy hours that come before the dawn. 

Watcher o’er the con, tape down your broadsword. 
Remember all the oaths that you have sworn 
To peace-bond your sword, or face Gytha’s wrath, 
In the painful hours that come before the dawn. 

Watcher o’er the con, you wash your mouth out ! 
For I have heard the oaths that you have sworn, 
When the lights all blew, with the tech-crew asleep 
And the darkest hour came just before the dawn. 
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(SIC TRANSIT) GLORIA MUNDI 

WORDS Gytha North 

MUSIC "Voyaging to Vinland" - Robert Calvert 

(see "The Old Grey Wassail Test") 

We load the van and we leave our home, 

Heading for the gods alone know where. 

The bank balance and plastic groans, 

Heading for the gods know where. 

We try the roads to north and west 

Heading for the gods alone know where. 

To find the place that we love best 
Heading for the gods know where. 

The water boils, the engine breaks, 

Heading for the gods alone know where. 

The traffic builds up in our wake, 

Heading for the gods know where. 

The breakdown truck takes hours and hours, 

Heading for the gods alone know where. 

And we curse and curse this van of ours, 

Heading for the gods know where. 

Eventally back on the road, 

Heading for the gods alone know where. 

Stagg’ring under its heavy load, 

Heading for the gods know where. 

Snow and fog obscurred the signs, 

Heading for the gods alone know where. 

We crept along the centre lines, 

Heading for the gods know where. 

As if this destiny was planned, 

Heading for the gods alone know where. 

The hotel was close at hand, 

Heading for the gods know where. 

And now we’re here at Eastercon, 

Heading for the gods alone know where. 

But most of it’s already gone, 

Heading for the gods know where. 

So heave me heroes ! - heave and haul ! 

And back to home for one and all ! 
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SIC TRANSIT (GLORIA MUNDI) 

How we got home from Worldcon. 

WORDS Chris Bell - 1987 

MUSIC ”Little Man , You've Had a Busy Day ' 


Little van you’re dying, I know that it’s true, 
Someone let your gaskets blow away. 

Time we had you serviced; 

Little van, you’ve had a busy day. 

You’ve run out of oil? Tell you what we’ll do - 
Daddy’ll get you Duckhams right away. 

Time for a new big end; 

Little van, you’ve had a busy day. 


You’ve been hauling comics 
From hither up to yon, 

A heavy load with all our gear. 

Come along dear Transit 

With ten more miles gone 

Now please don’t stop and strand us here. 

(Oh please don’t!) 

Time for a new engine, time this trip was through, 
I can hear mechanics softly say: 

"Oh, won’t you let us shoot it ?" 

Little van, I think you’ve had your day. 
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GYTHA WANTS ME FOR A SUNBEAM ? 


WORDS Chris Beil - 1987 

MUSIC "Jesus Wants Me for 

Gytha wants me at the Filk Con, 

To help to ran the show, 

She has told me I will do it, 

And I don’t want to go. 

A gopher, a gopher, Gytha wants me for a gopher, 

A gopher, a gopher, I don’t want to go for her. 

Gytha wants me for the Tech Crew, 

To fix up all 1 see 

Gytha wants me in the Ops Room, 

And in Security. 

To gopher, to gopher, Gytha wants me for a gopher, 
To gopher, to gopher, I don’t want to go for her. 

I will ask Gytha to tell me, 

Just ’ow the bloomin’ ’eck, 

1 can do all that she’s asking 
On Guard and Ops and Tech. 

As gopher, as gopher, Gytha wants me for a gopher, 
As gopher, as gopher, I don’t want to go for her. 

I’ll be a gopher for Gytha, 

Although I don’t know why, 

But somehow when Gytha tells you, 

You know you have to try. 

I’ll gopher, I’ll gopher, Gytha wants me for a gopher, 
I’ll gopher, I’ll gopher, no-one argues with her ! 


inbeam” 


NOTE - Chris was walking down a hotel corridor at the 1987 Worldcon in the run-up to the Filk Concert, 
and Gytha was being constantly mentioned on the radio. A poor bewildered gopher wandered by singing 
"Gytha wants me for a sunbeam !" 
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WORLDCON OFFICE BLUES 

WORDS Rhodri James - 1988 

MUSIC "Phoenix Downtime Blues" - Mike Whitaker 

Woke up one morning feeling kind of grey, 

I recognised the symptoms, it was Worldcon Office day. 

You think that’s nothing, but it really is bad news, 

’Cos once I’ve had my breakfast it’s the Worldcon Office Blues. 

Went out to the postman to go collect the mail, 

When I saw the pile of letters it made me turn pale. 

I picked them up though I wanted to refuse. 

Now my arms are two feet longer from the Worldcon Office Blues. 

In the Office letters we got some funny tales, 

Like the guy who’s PR2 was sent to New South Wales. 

Boy, he was angry; you should have seen all his abuse, 

’Cos he lived 6 miles from Cambridge - that’s the Worldcon Office Blues. 

Then I checked the telephone, I’d cleared it out last night, 

But when I saw the new calls, well it gave me quite a fright. 

There’s 57, and you sure can guess my views, 

So I added several hours to my Worldcon Office Blues. 

I sorted out the letters, wiped the phone real clean, 

And went to add new members to the database machine 
But when I got there, the computer’d blown a fuse, 

So I used three miles of paper in the Worldcon Office Blues. 

I went through all the messages to see who needed what, 

But looking up addresses, well it put me on the spot, 

Now don’t all shout it, ’cos I’m telling you the news, 

Yes - we’d lost all the committee to the Worldcon Office Blues. 
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LIFT IN THE LOBBY 


WORDS Mike Whitaker - 1988 
MUSIC 'Streets of London * - Ralph McTell 

Have you seen the old fan who walks the hotel corridor ? 

Knows all the other fen here, he’s seen it all before. 

Goes into the elevator by the hotel entrance - 
Pushes button number two and finishes up on four. 

So how can you tell me you’re lonely 
And say for you that the sun don’t shine ? 

Let me take you downstairs 
To the lift that’s in the lobby — 

Then I’ll show you something 
That’ll really blow your mind. 

Have you seen the new fans, the "never-been-before" fans ? 

Standing in the lobby, wondering what to do. 

Get into the lift - push first floor and second. 

Finish up on six — at least they’re meeting someone new. 

So how can you tell me you’re lonely 
And say for you that the sun don’t shine ? 

Let me take you downstairs 
To the lift that’s in the lobby - 
Then I’ll show you something 
That’ll really blow your mind. 

In the all night film show at a quarter before seven 
Same old fan sleeping there on his own. 

Wakes up sometime later to start another day. 

Lift’s stuck on the mezzanine, so he walks downstairs alone. 

So how can you tell me you’re lonely 
And say for you that the sun don’t shine ? 

Let me take you downstairs 
To the lift that’s in the lobby - 
Then I’ll show you something 
That’ll realty blow your mind. 





POLLY THE WALLYPHONE 
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WORDS Colin Fine - written at Follycon on 4 April 1988 
MUSIC "Nelly the Elephant" 

Liverpool: 

The Easter Convention came. 

It promised to be a jolly con, 
and Folly con’s its name. 

Ops said comm¬ 
unications are a must, 

With bleepers and gophers and wallyphones, 

But one of them got lost. 

Polly the Wallyphone snapped her straps and ran away from the Ops room; 

Off she went with a battery check and a squelch, squelch, squelch! 

Polly the Wallyphone snapped her straps and went to see the convention; 

Off she went with an "Over and Out" and a "Signing Off'. 

The rest of the phones were calling, 

Polly could hear. 

She hid herself on the DCM, 

"No-one will find me here !" 

Polly the Wallyphone watched a quiz, two talks, three films and four panels, 

Then off she went with her aerial bent and her gain right down. 


NOTES > 

Wallyphones are walkie-talkies, so named after the way thay were used at Seacon 84. 

A D.C.M. is the Duty Committee Member. 

No equipment went missing at Follycon — one wallyphone strap disappeared but was later found. 
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TRIPLE DECKER FILK 

WORDS Marion van der Voort 
MUSIC 1 - "Dear Old Glasgow Town" 

2 - "This Old Man" 

3 - "Gaudeamus Igitur" 


1) ALBACON 

We all filked in Glasgow 
At dear old Albacon. 

Even the Guest of Honour 
Went Hiking on and on. 

Though few of us managed to keep in time 
And most of us sang off-key, 

We all of us laughed at the puns 
Circulating through our fraternity. 


2) THESE FILKERS 

These Hikers — there was one 
Gytha singing at a con, 

She sang all evening until her throat was sore. 
All the listeners called encore. 

These Hikers — there were two 
They swapped songs the whole night through. 
Old tunes, new tunes, each one played her part. 
Filking really made a start. 

These Hikers — there were three 
Who could sing in harmony. 

Alto, tenor and a sort of bass, 

They could sing with ease and grace. 

These Hikers - there were four, 

Vowed to filk for ever more. 

One wrote, two sang, one played the guitar, 

Each one hoped to be a star. 


3) CONTABILE (pronounced con-tar-bill-lay) 

Contabile - Contabile - All the Hikers shout hooray. 

Now pass the word without delay. Contabile - Contabile. 
Our own con is drawing near - February in next year. 
Pass the message by relay. We’ve registered for it today. 


NOTE - Contabile is to be Britain’s first ever filk con. 
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NEVER WED A TRUFAN 

WORDS Steve Davies 

MUSIC "Never Wed an Old Man" 


We went to a con, 

Hey dang doorum down, 

We went to a con, 

Me being young, 

We went to a con, 

He drank from dusk to dawn, 

Maids when you’re young never wed a trufan. 

’Cause he’s always collating and folding and stapling, 

Writing, collating and stapling all day 

He’s always collating with no time for mating, 

Maids when you’re young never wed a trufan. 

When we went to eat, 

Hey dang doorum down, 

When we went to eat, 

Me being young, 

When we went to eat, 

He read his ’zine to me, 

Maids when you’re young never wed a trufan. 

’Cause he’s always . . . 

When we’re home at night, 

Hey dang doorum down, 

When we’re home at night, 

Me being young, 

When we’re home at night, 

Getting his stencils right, 

Maids when you’re young never wed a trufan. 

’Cause he’s always . . . 

When we went to bed, 

Hey dang doorum down, 

When we went to bed, 

Me being young, 

When we went to bed, 

He lay like he was dead, 

Maids when you’re young never wed a trufan. 

’Cause he’s always . . . 

When he went to sleep, 

Hey dang doorum down, 

When he went to sleep, 

Me being young, 

When he went to sleep, 

Out of bed I did creep, 

Into the arms of a handsome filk fan. 

And he’s never collating or folding or stapling, 
Writing, collating and stapling all day 
He’s never collating, he’s got time for mating, 

Maids when you’re young never wed a trufan. 



SLASH WALLOW 
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WORDS Zander Nyrond - 1988 

MUSIC "Tit Willow" - from THE MIKADO by Gilbert & Sullivan 


At a con on a table a Trekfan she sat 
Selling wallow, slash wallow, slash wallow. 

And a Nyrond came up and said "What, pray, is that ? 

Is it wallow, slash wallow, slash wallow ? 

Does it feature the crew of the great Enterprise 
In the sort of embroilments that prudes criticise 
With obscene illustrations that draw the fen’s eyes 
To wallow, slash wallow, slash wallow ?" 

The Trekfan she blushed and she looked all around 
At her wallow, slash wallow, slash wallow. 

And she saw all the fen that were there to be found 
Buying wallow, slash wallow, slash wallow. 

And she said to the Nyrond, “I fear, sir, ’tis true, 

’Tis the vilest slash wallow I have here on view, 

But I’d really much rather that nobody knew 
It was wallow, slash wallow, slash wallow." 

"When I came to this con as a very young fan 
With my wallow, slash wallow, slash wallow. 

I embarked on a new and original plan 
To sell wallow, slash wallow, slash wallow. 

I’d conceal it in covers all pure and pristine 
And attempt to portray it as totally clean, 

To convince all the fen it was new on the scene, 

And not wallow, slash wallow, slash wallow." 

"If my plan had succeeded I would have been made, 

With my wallow, slash wallow, slash wallow. 

But now you have ruined the whole masquerade, 

Yelling, "Wallow, slash wallow, slash wallow !” 

I shall have to give up and wash pots for my pay," 

But the Nyrond just smiled and said "Fear not, I pray, 

If you give me a chance I will soon find a way 
To sell wallow, slash wallow, slash wallow.” 

This song is too long, so I’U make the end short, 

As in wallow, slash wallow, slash wallow. 

The Nyrond next day took the Trekfan to court 
For her wallow, slash wallow, slash wallow. 

All her sines and their contents were censured and banned 
And then sold to mundanes all across this fair land, 

And the Nyrond and Trekfan were much in demand 
For their wallow, slash wallow, slash wallow. 

The Trekfan became most disgustingly rich 
From her wallow, slash wallow, slash wallow. 

And the Nyrond declared he had found his true niche, 
Selling wallow, slash wallow, slash wallow. 

So if you sea a Trekfan in diamonds arrayed 
Riding out with a Nyrond in full cavalcade, 

You will know from this song that their fortunes were made 
Selling wallow, slash wallow, slash wallow 1 
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ONLY THE IDIOTS (The Con Committee) 

WORDS Philip Allcock 

MUSIC "Only the Innocent" - Mike Whitaker (see song no.89) 


The morning mist is lifting on the last day of the con. 

C D 

The hotel’s cold and empty now the fans have all moved on. 

Em D 

In the wreckage of the Ops Room, all slumped down on the floor, 

C Bm C 

The committee members wonder- what did we do that for ? 

Em Em D, C C D, Em Em D, C C D, Em Em O, C G D, 

Am Bm Bm, C D D 

Em D C CD 

Only the dumb go running conventions. 

Em D Bm Em 

Only the idiots run cons. 

Only the dumb go running conventions. 

Only the idiots run cons. 

Through eyes all red and bloodshot we see our chairman stand, 

Clean out of excuses, with a bottle near at hand. 

You praise our sterling services, you say we should not weep, 

For now the con is over, we can now get some sleep. 

Only the dumb go running conventions. Only the idiots run cons. 
Only the dumb go running conventions. Only the idiots run cons. 

You say we were all volunteers, you say we had a choice, 

You who filled our heads with dreams of glory with you voice. 

It’s quite likely that we’ll lynch you - better disappear. 

But before you leave us, can ... we try again next year ? 

Only the dumb go running conventions. Only the idiots run cons. 
Only the dumb go running conventions. Only the idiots run cons. 

Em EmD.GG D, Em Em D, C C D, Em Em D, C C D, 

Bm..., CDD 


(Repeat chorus as desired) 
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THE EASTERCON BIDDING SONG 

WORDS Lawrence Dean 
MUSIC "Anything You Can Do" 


NOTE - to be sung by two voices - one singing normal type and one italics. 

Any con you can do, we can do better; 

We can do any con better than you. 

No you can’t. 

Yes we can. 

No you can’t. 

Yes we can. 

No you can ’t. 

Yes we can! Yes we can! 

Any rates you can fix, we can go cheaper; 

We can get rates that are cheaper than yours. 

Sixteen quid. 

Fifteen quid. 

Fourteen quid. 

Thirteen quid. 

No you can’t. 

Yes we can! Yes we can1 

We’ve three hundred members, pre-supporting members. 

Figure I remember we had in December. 

Breakfast lasts until twelve noon. 

Is yours a buffet ? 

No. 

Take it away ! 

Guaranteed function space; ours is much bigger. 

We can get function rooms bigger than yours. 

No you can’t. 

Yes we can. 

No you can’t. 

Yes we can. 

No you can’t. 

Yes we can! Yes we can! 

Any guest you can find, we’ll go one better. 

(The) guest that we have in mind’s better than yours. 

No he’s not. 

Yes SHE is. 

No HE’S not. 

Yes SHE is. 

No HE’S not, no SHE’S not. 

How d’you know ? 

(The) price of a pint at our triffic convention . . . 

(Is) bound to be more than the one we’ve agreed. 

No it’s not. 

Yes it is. 

No it’8 not. 

Yes it is. 

No it’s not. 

Yes it is! Yes it is! 
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We’ve a bar extension, all through the convention. 
We’ve got lotsa free booze. It’s a cinch, we can’t lose. 

We’ll put on three meals a day. 

Are ALL of them cheap ? 

No. 

Read ’em and weep ! 

Any films you can show, ours’ll be better. 

We’ve got a programme that’s better than yours. 

No you *ve not. 

Yes we have. 

No you’ve not. 

Yes we have. 

No you’ve not. 

Yes we have! Yes we have! 

We’ll have a live band as well as a disco. 

We can get Hawkwind for Saturday night. 

So can we. 

No you can’t. 

Wanna bet ? 

You just can’t. 

Yes we can! Yes we can! Yes we can! 

Any site you should choose, ours is more central. 
Ours’ll be easier to get to than yours. 

No it won’t. 

Yes it will. 

No it won’t. 

Yes it will. 

No it won’t. 

Yes it will! Yes it will! 

Ours is by the seaside. 

Ours is on a lakeside. 

We’ll have fireworks outside. 

You should try them inside. 

We’ve a weapons policy. 

Can you speak in Norse ? 

No. 

Hard to enforce ! 

We’re not impressed by your bid presentation. 
That’s not a problem; it’s better than yours. 

No it’8 not. 

Yes it is. 

No it’8 not. 

Yes it is. 

No it’s not. 

Yes it is. 

(NOTE - Both together) 

No it’s not! Yes it is! 
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q a THE THREE FANS 

^ WORDS Rhodri James - 1987 





MUSIC Traditional 


j 

There were three fans sat at a bar, 



Down a down, down a down, 


1 

There were three fans sat at a bar, 

With a down, 


1 

There were three fans sat at a bar, 


They’d wandered there from near and far. 

With a down, down, a-derry down down. 

Then one of them said to his mate, 

Down a down, down a down, 


j 

j 

Then one of them said to his mate, 

With a down, 

Then one of them said to his mate, 

"Which programme stream shall we partake ?"■ 


1 

With a down, down, a-derry down down. 


1 

"Up in the hall there’s quite a sight," 



Down a down, down a down, 


1 

"Up in the hall there’s quite a sight," 



With a down, 



"Up in the hall there’s quite a sight, 


Greg Pickersgill holds forth all night." 



With a down, down, a-derry down down. 


1 

"Or if you like a film we’ll watch — 

Down a down, down a down, 


t 

"Or if you like a film we’ll watch — 

With a down, 

"Or if you like a film we’ll watch — 


1 

Nah, Star Trek'is a total botch." 


<«j 

With a down, down, arderry down down. 


l 

The workshop’s got a funny thing," 

Down a down, down a down, 

"The workshop’s got a funny thing," 


l 

With a down, 


f*j 

"The workshop’s got a funny thing, 

They’re teaching filkers how to sing." 


i 

With a down, down, a-derry down down. 



I’ll now cut short my little rhyme; 


. 1 

Down a down, down a down, 

I’ll now cut short my little rhyme; 


J 

With a down, 

I’ll now cut short my little rhyme; 

Those fans were there till closing time ! 

With a down, down, arderry down down. 


1 
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SEND HIM ON HIS WAY 

WORDS Lawrence Dean 
MUSIC "The Lion Sleeps Tonight 


In my bathroom, my hotel bathroom, 

The cheapskate sleeps tonight; 

On the floor in my hotel bathroom 
The cheapskate sleeps tonight. 

He says he won’t pay — Wimoweh 
Send him on his way — Wimoweh. 

In the filmshow, the all-night filmshow, 

The cheapskate sleeps tonight; 

On five seats in the all-night filmshow 
The cheapskate sleeps tonight. 

He’s nowhere to stay — Wimoweh 
Send him on his way — Wimoweh. 

In the Fan Room, the darkened Fan Room, 
The cheapskate sleeps tonight; 

On the floor in the lonely Fan Room 
The cheapskate sleeps tonight. 

He’s nowhere to stay - Wimoweh 
Send him on his way - Wimoweh. 

On the staircase, the service staircase, 

The cheapskate sleeps tonight; 

On the steps of the service staircase 
The cheapskate sleeps tonight. 

He says he Won’t pay - Wimoweh 
Send him on his way - Wimoweh. 

In the car park, the hotel car park, 

The cheapskate sleeps tonight; 

In the big multi-storey car park 
The cheapskate sleeps tonight. 

He’s nowhere to stay — Wimoweh 
Send him on his way - Wimoweh. 

Off the rooftop, the hotel rooftop, 

The cheapskate leaps tonight; 

Off the rooftop, the hotel rooftop, 

The cheapskate leaps tonight. 


Wimoweh " 


He’ll be back someday - Wimoweh 
Can’t keep ghosts away - Wimoweh. 



WOULDN’T IT BE LOVELY ? 

WORDS Pat Brown - April 1988 
MUSIC "Wouldn’t It Be Lovely ?" 

All I want is to sleep somewhere, 

A piece of floor or an easy chair, 

Perhaps a room to share — 

Oh! Wouldn’t it be lovely ? 

I would be very quiet and I won’t get in your way, 

I don’t snore, don’t smell, don’t sleepwalk — 

I even wash my socks ! 

I could sleep lying on your floor, 

Stop the drafts underneath your door, 

How could you ask for more ? 

Oh! Wouldn’t it be lovely ? 

I would be unobtrusive and I don’t take up much space, 

I have only got one sword, 3 blasters, 5 knives, 2 phasers, 

One communicator, 37 socks, one Swiss army knife, one partridge, 
One pear tree, 11 changes of costume, 48 books, 3 cuddly toys — 
Not very much at all ! 

But if my pleas they do not impress, 

And your answer it is not "Yes", 

I’VE GOT YOUR HOME ADDRESS 
and 

WOULDN’T IT BE LOVELY ? ! ? 

I have got my own nice warm sleeping bag and in the day, 

It will fold up very small — 

So I can hide it away ! 

So I’ll sleep in the film show room 
While the Aliens meet their doom, 

All in the dark and gloom. 

Oh! Wouldn’t it be lovely ? 




HELP ! 
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WORDS Philip Allcock 

MUSIC "Help !" - Lennon & McCartney 


Help! we were only kidding. Help! But we won the bidding. 

D7 G 

Help! what are we gonna do? Help! 

G Bm 

When I was younger, so much younger than today, 

Em C F G 

I never used to help at conventions in any way. 

G Bm 

But now these days are gone, I’ve gophered for the best. 

Em C F G 

To make a bid for Eastercon, we thought a funny jest. 

Help me if you can I’m feeling down. And my mouth is making incoherent sounds. 

D7 G 

Help me smash my head against the ground. Won’t you please please help me? 

And now my life has changed in oh so many ways. 

All my free time just seems to vanish in a haze. 

Hotel liaison, programme planning, guests as well. 

I’m sure before this con is done, I’ll need a padded cell. 

Help me if you can I’m feeling down, as committee members panic all around. 

Will our convention get off the ground? Won’t you please please help me? 

When I was younger, so much younger than today, 

I never used to help at conventions in any way. 

You’d think I’d give up now - of running cons be rid. 

Instead I find I’ve volunteered for the next Worldcon bid. 

Help me if you can I’m feeling down, for the time for site selection’s come around. 
I just pray the fans’ll vote us down .... oh dear .... they haven’t .... 

Won’t you please please help me; help me, help me! 
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FEEDING FRENZY 


WORDS Steve Davies 

MUSIC "Edward" - more or less 


Where have you been in the whole afternoon? 

Fan come tell it to me. 

I have spent the day at an SF con, 

And have only just got free, I have only just got free. 

What is that badge on your right shoulder? 

Fan come tell it to me. 

Tis the badge of a con that I joined today, 

I joined misguidedly, I joined misguidedly. 

What is that T-shirt you wear on your chest? 

Fan come tell it to me. 

It’s the shirt of a bid that I joined today, 

And paid a supporting fee, and paid a supporting fee. 

What are those tapes that I see in your room? 

Fan come tell it to me. 

It’s two hundred pounds worth of great filk tapes, 

Though it all sound, the same to me, it all sounds the same to me. 

What are those rings that I see on your hands? 

Fan come tell it to me. 

It’s the complete stock of Gytha’s stall, 

For I spent prodigously, for I spent prodigously. 

What are those books that I see in you bag? 

Fan come tell it to me. 

It’s a complete set of Asimov’s works (spoken) In hardback, naturally" 
And another of Tanith Lee, and another of Tanith Lee. 

What are those paintings I see on your wall? 

Fan come tell it to me. 

It’s fifteen Fangorns, three Pete Lyons, 

And something by Roger Dean, and something by Roger Dean. 

NOTE - The optional verses on the next page may be included at this point. 

What will you do when the bank manager finds you out? 

Fan come tell it to me. 

He will take the credit cards from out of my hand, 

And break them across my knee, and break them across my knee. 


H 

I 

i 

/Sj 

\ 



NOTE - The following are optional verses. 


What is that thing sitting there in the road? 

Fan come tell it to me. 

I think it’s the Brighton Metropole Hotel, 

That I bought accidentally, that I bought accidentally. 

What is this furry thing on the floor? 

Fan come tell it to me. 

They were selling props from old Spielberg films, 

And I thought I would buy E.T., I thought I would buy E.T. 

Who is that person I see in the bath? 

Fan come tell it to me. 

He said he was a slave boy of Gor. 

And I bought him drunkenly, and I bought him drunkenly. 

What are those dice I see in your drawer? 

Fan come tell it to me. 

They won me a couple of bags of gold, 

But I lost it all playing D & D, I lost it all playing D & D. 

What are those crates that I see in the hall? 

Fan come tell it to me. 

It’s a dozen crates of assorted liqueurs, 

That were drunk by Brian and me, that were drunk by Brian and me. 
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PIE SQUARED 

WORDS Zander Nyrond 

MUSIC "Transport of Delight " - Flanders & Swann 


If you are at the spaceport, and you don’t know where to eat, 

You’ll see my face a-smiling, on every local street, 

And very soon you’ll have a meal, the best that you can buy — 

They’re packed with protein, cheap and tasty, 

Come and get your pies from - Big Bri ! 

Upon my little farmstead, I breed contented pigs, 

I feed ’em on the best me boys, boiled cabbage, beans and figs, 

And when they’ve grown enough me boys, they lay them down and die — 
With the finest meat and the shortest pastry, 

They’re packed with protein, cheap and tasty, 

Come and get your pies from - Big Bri ! 

Gourmets and epicures have tried my pies, (Try the pies! Buy the pies!) 
Gourmets and epicures have died like flies. Highly unwise!! Highly unwise!! 

And when I come to cook them, they’re only hung a week, 

I use my secret recipe, it’s really quite unique, 

I got it from my Grandma, who poisoned Uncle Guy - 
With its eighteen secret herbs and spices, 

The finest meat and the shortest pastry, 

They’re packed with protein, cheap and tasty, 

Come and get your pies from — Big Bri ! 

The Public Health Inspectors, they come round once a year, 

And then they shout “All right, you’re clean! Just let me out of here . . 

I run a streamlined business, I don’t believe in waste, 

You’ll eat my pies with relish, it helps to hide the taste, 

And my secret last ingredient will take you up so high, 

You’ll think there’s nothing quite as nice as 
The eighteen secret herbs and spices, 

The finest meat and the shortest pastry, 

They’re packed with protein, cheap and tasty, 

Come and get your highs from . . . sorry! . . . 

Come and get your pies from — Big Bri ! 


NOTE - This song is dedicated with respect to Brian Burgess, who has put up with a hell of a lot. 
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ALISON 


WORDS Philip Allcock 

MUSIC "Space Oddity" - David Bowie 


Ops Control to Alison. Ops Control to Alison. 

Where have you got to it’s nearly half past one? 

Ops Control to Alison. Why’s your bleeper not switched on? 

Can you hear me or’s your radio switched off too? 

This is Ops Control to Alison. We’re getting slightly peeved. 

’Cause the hour is now getting very late 

And the schedule showed your shift starting at eight. 

This is Alison to Ops Control. I’ve had a lot to drink. 

And I’m acting in a most peculiar way. 

I don’t think that I can help you much today. 

For here am I sitting in a bath tub. Don’t ask me why. 

(Your) language can get blue but there’s nothing I can do. 

Though I’m past one hundred milligrams, I’m lying very still 
For I think my head will fall off if I stand. 

There is no doubt Pickersgill’s punch should be banned. 

Ops Control to Alison. Your radio’s dead — is there something wrong? 

Can you hear me Alison? Can you hear me Alison? 

Can you hear me Alison? Can you . . . 

Here am I still stuck in that bath tub. Wish I could get out. 

Ops Control may weep but I think I’ll go to sleep . . . zzs . . sz . z 


NOTE - The author of this song would like it to be known in the interests of a) technical accuracy and 
b) self preservation, that all events and characters in this song are totally and utterly fictitious. "Alison a 
simply a name that fitted the rhyme and scansion, and any thoughts that a member of past convention 
committees, who coincidentally also bears the same name, could have or ever would behave m this manner is 
entirely in the reader’s imagination. 
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FAN ON THE ROAD 


WORDS 

MUSIC 


Valerie Housden - 1988 
"Upidee" 










































A DA 

Peered at the signs as on he rode 
B E7 A_ 

To the Eastercon. 

A Bm7 , C#m7 # 

He’d travelled far and he was tired. 

D E E7 

At length to a rustic he enquired : 

"Tell me, where’s the Eastercon? 
D A 

Eastercon? Eastercon? 


Tell me, where’s the Eastercon? 
D E7 A 

Where’s the Eastercon?" 


Thus spake the yokel to our fan : 

"What’s a con? What’s a con? 

I’d like to help you if I can. 

What’s an Eastercon? 

I’ll ask my neighbour, he might know, 

And he might tell you where to go. 

Here, Fred, where’s this Eastercon? 
Eastercon? Eastercon? 

Here, Fred, where’s this Eastercon? 
Where’s this Eastercon?" 

Fred thought a bit and scratched his head. 

" ’Bout this con, ’bout this con, 

I’ve heard no talk ’round ’ere", he said 
"Of this Eastercon." 

Some Bikers who were standing near 
Thought that it sounded a great idea. 
"Let’s have our own Eastercon! 
Eastercon! Eastercon! 

Let’s have our own Eastercon! 

Our own Eastercon! 


The Bikers had their own idea 
Of a con, of a con, 

They’d heard of Star Trek and they liked beer, 

At the Eastercon. 

Who needs an excuse for Wine, Women and Song? 
And they were Hiking all night long! 

Come and join our Eastercon! 

Eastercon! Eastercon! 

Come and join our Eastercon! 

Join our Eastercon! 


So now it happens every year, 

There’s a con, there’s a con, 

And people come from far and near 
To the Eastercon. 

But our lonely fan this did not fulfil, 
And for all I know he’s searching still; 
Tell me, where’s the Eastercon? 
Eastercon? Eastercon? 

Tell me, where’s the Eastercon? 
Where’s the Eastercon? 
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THESE FANNISH THINGS 

WORDS Lawrence Dean 
MUSIC "These Foolish Things" 


INTRO - 

Oh, will you never let me be? 

Oh, will you never set me free? 

Your merest mention 

At some convention 

Brings mem’ries flooding back to me. 

And when I gaze into my bheer, 

I’m half convinced that you are here . . . 


A student taking time off from his studies, 

A crowded Dealers’ Room with lots of goodies, 
A pile of signed Stephen Kings; 

These fannish things 
Remind me of you. 


A wardrobe crammed with sleeping bags and cases, 
A floor that’s filled with lots of slumb’ring faces, 
Oh, how that odour still clings . . . 

These fannish things 
Remind me of you. 


CHORUS 1 - 

You came, you saw, said ’Wow, it’s great!" 
Then on some gloomy date 
You decided to gafiate. 

The morning mail by which I am awoken, 

A fanzine stapled so my nails get broken, 

So big, the postman must ring; 

These fannish things 
Remind me of you. 

A zine devoted to reviews and essays, 

Some KTF and some that damn with slight praise; 
Oh, how those critics can sting! 

These sercon things 
Remind me of you. 

Convention flyers turned to paper airplanes, 

A hotel carpet with its share of beer stains, 

The bill that Room Service brings; 

These fannish things 
Remind me of you. 

CHORUS 2 - 

I knew that you’d choose not to stay, 

But came that fateful day 
I was sad when you went away. 

A bidding party where the fans can mingle, 

A noisy disco playing a Sixties single, 

How Colin Langeveld swings! 

These fannish things 
Remind me of you. 





Fans disappearing to their rooms discreetly, 

A film projector that breaks down completely 
While showing "Lord of the Rings"; 

These fannish things 
Remind me of you. 

A Bob Shaw talk that has us all in stitches, 

A masquerade where people pose for pictures, 

A girl with eighteen-foot wings; 

These fannish things 
Remind me of you. 

CHORUS 3 - 

It’s just too bad that you’re not here; 

Your friends come every year 

And there’s plenty of good cheap beer . . . 

A hotel manager who tries to spoil things, 
Forgetful authors who have missed their signings, 
A very lively filk sing; 

These fannish things 
Remind me of you. 
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PARTY TIME 

WORDS Colin Fine , Summer 1987. 
MUSIC "Summertime" - Gershwin 


Party time 

And the drinking is easy, 

Party time 

And the liquor flows free. 

Your glass is full 

And there’s a bottle beside you 
So why are you standing looking at me? 


One of these moments 

You’re gonna fall down legless, 
Spread your limbs 

And sprawl on the ground. 

But until that moment 

There’s a nothing can harm you, 

So fill up your glass and party around. 


NOTE - This song was improvised at Andy Robertson’s summer party . 
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YOU RUN THE WORLDCON 

WORDS Colin Fine - Aug 1987 

MUSIC "Waltzing Matilda" (traditional) 


Once a jolly fan remarked to another fan, 

I’ve got a triffic idea!" said he, 

"It’s a very long time since we had a Worldcon here, 

Will you join a Worldcon committee with me?" 

"Let’s run a Worldcon, let’s run a Worldcon, 

Will you join a Worldcon committee with me? 

It’s a very long time since we had a Worldcon here, 

Will you join a Worldcon committee with me?" 

So they found some friends and formed a bidcom right away, 

Bid for the con and won with glee; 

But everyone they asked to gopher at the Worldcon said, 

"You run the Worldcon, and I’ll climb a tree!" 

'You run the Worldcon, you run the Worldcon, 

You run the Worldcon, and Pll climb a tree!” 

But everyone they asked to gopher at the Worldcon said, 

'You run the Worldcon, and 1*11 go stick my head in a bucket of water!" 

Then they thought they ought to get a Worldcon staff together, 

To make sure the con would run smoothly, 

But everyone they asked to join the Worldcon staff replied, 

'You run the Worldcon, and I’ll climb a tree!" 

You run the Worldcon, you run the Worldcon, 

You run the Worldcon, and Pll climb a tree!" 

But everyone they asked to join the Worldcon staff replied, 

'You run the Worldcon, and 1*11 go and saw my own leg off!" 

Then they thought that they ought to form a con committee to 
Make the decisions and policy, 

But everyone they asked to join the con committee said, 

'You run the Worldcon, and I’ll climb a tree!" 

'You run the Worldcon, you run the Worldcon, 

You run the Worldcon, and Pll climb a tree!" 

But everyone they asked to join the con committee said, 

'You run the Worldcon, and Pll throw myself off a very tall building, 
Then Pll hack myself to bits with a banana, 

Then Pll thcweam and thcweam and thcweam until Pm thick, 
Then Pll ... . 

(etc . . etc . . .) 

and had to be carried away writhing. 


NOTE - With acknowledgements to Lee Gold for 'You Bash the Balrog" 
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LONELY CON DESK 

WORDS Philip Allcock 

MUSIC "Eleanor Rigby" - Lennon <fc McCartney 


C Em 

Ah, look at all the lonely con desks. 
Ah, look at all the lonely con desks. 


Stuck in the hallway, c 

Watching all the fans as they pass without looking my way, 

Em 

Been here half the day. 

Em . 

Manning a con desk, 

Em 7 ^ 

Wearing a face so polite with one eye on the door. 

Em 

What am I here for ? 


On’a lonely c“nde»k. Where have the fane all fone t 
If they miss the con desk, how will they all belong ( 


Where’s my relief gone ? 

Should have been here by my watch half an hour ago. 


And I need to go. 

But I am stranded, 

Cannot abandon my post though there’s nobody near. 
Why am I here ? 


On a lonely con desk. Where has my relief gone ? 

I swear that I will kill him, if he’s not here before long. 


Ah, look at all the lonely con desks. 
Ah, look at all the lonely con desks. 


Poor volunteer, 

Died on the desk, wasn’t noticed until the next day, 
When she got in the way 
Of hotel cleaners 

Who took her away from the desk but her spirit remains 
To haunt this refrain. 


On a lonely con desk. It’s manned now by her ghost. 
Works all day for nothing - the perfect con desk host. 
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LORD HIGH EXECUTIONER’S SONG 


WORDS Valerie Housden 

MUSIC "A Little List" from THE MIKADO by Gilbert & Sullivan. 


Allegretto grazioso 

Gk D7 


- y Y " y r - . 

As someday it may hap-pen that a vie-tim must be found, I’ve got a lit- tie list. I’ve 



E A, G D7 D G 



got themon the list, Andthey’ll none of them be miss’d. They’ll none of them be miss’d 
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G D 

As some day it might happen that a victim must be found, 

G C G - C G 

I’ve got a little list, I’ve got a little list, 

D 

Of fannish offenders who might well be underground, 

G C G Em A7 D . 

And who never would be miss’d, who never would be miss’d, 

D7 G Am7 

There’s the pestilential nuisances who complain at every con - 
G C Am 

The bores in the bars who will go on and on — 

D7 G D7 Em 

All firework enthusiasts who set fire to the hotel - 
B7 Em B7 Em 

All hotel general managers, let’s get rid of them as well - 
Bm A 

And the filker who can only sing Joni Mitchell’s greatest hits — 

E A G D7 

I don’t think she’d be miss’d — they’d none of them be miss’d ! 

D7 G C G 

I’ve got them on the list — I’ve got them on the list; 

C G C D7 G 

And they’ll none of them be miss’d - they’ll none of them be miss’d ! 


There’s the cyberpunk author who really cannot write, 

And the Arthurian feminist — I’ve got her on the list! 

Those who produce trilogies when one book would be just right, 

They never would be miss’d, they never would be miss’d! 

All those who write of dragons, whether nice or whether bad - 

All who write of quests or Celts or wizards who are mad - 

And those who write post-holocaustal, pastoral idylls - 

Or macabre, fantastic romps with their thrills and nasty spills - 

And the drunkard who would write if he were not completely pissed - 

I don’t think he'll be miss’d — I’m sure he’ll not be miss’d ! 

I’ve got him on the list - I’ve got him on the list; 

And I don’t think he’ll be miss’d - I’m sure he’ll not be miss’d ! 


And publishers who dictate what the public have to read, 

I’ve got them on the list — I’ve got them on the list! 

And reviewers who pontificate to fulfil their ego’s need - 
They’d none of them be miss’d - they’d none of them be miss’d! 

All convention committees because — well, just because, 

All Big Name Fans, and Trekkies, and all those who play charades, 
All those who bring in politics when we want to talk SF - 
And while on politics - the Rotten Right and Loony Left - 
But it doesn’t matter whom the computer has on the list, 

For they’d none of 'em be miss’d - they’d none of ’em be miss’d ! 
The computer has the list - the computer has the list; 

And they’ll none of ’em be miss’d - they’ll NONE of ’em be miss’d ! 
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BREAKFAST ? IT’S ALL A CONSPIRACY ! 

WORDS Lawrence Dean 

MUSIC Were You There ? 

If you're looking for breakfast 
Join the queue, join the queue, 

If you’re looking for breakfast 
Join the queue. 

And although there are many 
Have no fear; 

We’ll get around to you. 

If you want us to serve you 
Show your key, show your key, 

If you want us to serve you 
Show your key. 

But give us your room number 
And there’ll be no need 
For us to see. 

We’ve got bacon and egg 

And mushrooms too, mushrooms too, 

We’ve got bacon and egg 
And mushrooms too. 

But if you don’t come early 
There’ll be very little 
Left for you. 

If you want some more coffee 
Hang about, hang about, 

If you want some more coffee 
Hang about. 

It’ll be ten more minutes 
While we make some more 
’Cause we’ve run out. 

If you’re after some toast 
Then give a shout, give a shout, 

If you’re after some toast 
Then give a shout. 

And we’ll treat you with marmalade 
If you’re a friend 
Of Kilgore Trout. 

Dear oh dear, my poor neo, 

Don’t you know, don’t you know? 

Dear oh dear, my poor neo, 

Don’t you know. 

That there is no more breakfast; 

We stopped serving 
Half an hour ago. 
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I’m afraid that applies 
To you sir too, you sir too, 

I’m afraid that applies 
To you sir too. 

And although you’re the Guest of Honour 
There is nothing 
We can do. 

If you’re looking for lunch 

Then join the queue, join the queue, 

If you’re looking for lunch 
Then join the queue. 

And although there are many 
Have no fear; 

We’ll get around to you. 
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THERE, BUT FOR THE GRACE OF GHU 

WORDS Lawrence Dean 
MUSIC A slow steady blues beat. 


I’ve been goin’ to cons since I was nineteen, 
Been a faned from age twenty-one, 

Seems like all the good times are behind me; 
That is how I come to sing this song. 

Oh Ghu, I’ve got the gafiation blues. 

Oh Ghu, I’ve got the gafiation blues. 

All my dreams of egoboo have faded, 

Fansine Hugo went to someone new, 

And, what’s more, they say my writing’s jaded; 
Tell me, what am I supposed to do? 

Oh Ghu, I’ve got the gafiation blues. 

Oh Ghu, I’ve got the gafiation blues. 

Used to get a kick from science fiction, 

But my tastes have gradually matured. 

Find it hard to read it with conviction; 

Must admit, with most of it I’m bored. 

Oh Ghu, I’ve got the gafiation blues. 

Oh Ghu, I’ve got the gafiation blues. 

All my friends have settled down with fam’lies, 
They don’t ever get to cons no more. 

Still their faces haunt me in the Fan Room, 
Pictures taken many years before. 

Oh Ghu, I’ve got the gafiation blues. 

Oh Ghu, I’ve got the gafiation blues. 

Used to be aware of a distinction 
’Tween the plastic and the real Bob Shaw; 
Since my eyesight has deteriorated 
I can’t tell the difference any more. 

Oh Ghu, I’ve got the gafiation blues. 

Oh Ghu, I’ve got the gafiation blues. 

Won’t somebody help me shake this feelin’ 

Get me back upon that fannish track. 

I don’t like Mundania any better; 

All I need’s a push to bring me back . . . 

Oh Ghu, I’ve got the gafiation blues. 

Oh Ghu, I’ve got the gafiation blues. 
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THE NYROND SONG 

WORDS Zander Nyrond - 1987 

MUSIC Zander Nyrond 






1 

l 


i 

*1 

i 

1 

i 

i 

1 

1 

1 



How well you sing of wandering, with Terra safe behind, 

How different when you have no hope, a planet home to find, 

Then wandering is a hell that gnaws into your mind. 

That’s the way it is for the Nyrond, 

That’s the way it is for the Nyrond. 

Where we are from we cannot tell, the few who knew are dead, 

The only home for each of us is the inside of his head, 

We are lost exiles, bewildered and misled. 

That’s the way it is for the Nyrond, 

That’s the way it is for the Nyrond. 

The only weapons that we own, quick tongue and agile brain, 
Have taken us cross-multiverse, to hell and back again, 

I think the best that could be said is that some of us are sane. 
That’s the way it is for the Nyrond, 

You’ll see us fleecing merchants on the grand galactic scale, 

Or cooking farmers’ tax returns for dry bread and watered ale, 

And sometimes, just for the hell of it, we may decide to fail. 

That’s the way it is for the Nyrond, 

That’s the way it is for the Nyrond. 

We take our joy in theatre, deceit and masquerade, 

Dishonesty is our only art, our pastime and our trade, 

Well, how else would you survive in a world you never made ? 
That’s the way it is for the Nyrond, 

That’s the way it is for the Nyrond. 

Among the star-shot vastnesses we make our devious way, 
Looking for new and richer worlds to rob another day. 

We give you dreams and spectacle, and still you grudge us pay ? 
That’s the way it is for the Nyrond, 

Oh sing no more of wandering, but let the evening end, 

And pray this planet’s deities a moment’s peace to send, 

And whatever may befall, recall me as a friend 
Who told you how it was with the Nyronds, 

And think of me sometimes, with the Nyronds. 


NOTE - The Nyronds and the Church of Yurinn seem to be inextricably entwmed. 
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Well, it’s after hours down in Harry’s bar, and the evening has just begun, 

And Maclvor is telling all over again how he nearly fell into the sun, 

And the droid in the corner is getting well oiled, and the Wookie has let down his hair, 

And I’m sitting alone on a 49 bus and I’m wishing that I was there . . . 

(Chorus) 

I’ll have one more photon torpedo, Harry, and make it a litre or more, 

And if I should happen to fall off my seat, just let me slip to the floor, 

’Cause it took me too many years to come, but I’m where I wanted to be; 

Home is the Hunter, home from the hill and the sailor, home from the sea . . 

And it’s outward bound on a Nyrond ship, and the warpdrive is coming apart, 

And that damn Vigilante is back on our tail, and we’ve only got five minutes start, 

And the planets around here all have us on file and they’ll grab us as soon as we land, 
And I’m sitting alone at a barrister's desk and I’m watching life slip through my hand . . . 

(Chorus) 

I’ll have one more try at the warpdrive, Zander, and then we’ll work out what to say, 
And although my life is in deadly danger, I feel that I’ve lived for this day, 

’Cause it took me too many years to come, but I’m where I wanted to be; 

Home is the Hunter, home from the hill and the sailor, home from the sea . . 

(instrumental break) 

Well, it’s peaceful down here in the Library, and I’m reading of h’EUen and Jet, 

And Kirk and the Seven are all on their way, and a Nyrond is never in debt, 

And my friends are around me and so are my foes, but no-one’s for fighting today, 

And I’m standing alone on the top of this hill, and it’s only inches away . . . 

(I rather like it ending just here - but we did finish it off) 

(Chorus) 

I’ll read one more page of my oldest book, the one that I know and love best, 

Then I’m for my bed and my mind for its roaming while everything’s lying at rest, 
’Cause it took me too many years to come, but I’m where I wanted to be; 

Home is the Hunter, home from the hill and the sailor, home from the sea . . 

(repeat last two lines of tune for next two lines of words) 

Yes, it took me too many years to come, but Pm where I wanted to be; 

Home is the Hunter, home from the hill and the sailor, home from the sea . . 

Home from the sea. 
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IN THE MARKET AT MOS EISLEY 

WORDS Zander Nyrond - 1988 
MUSIC "In the Old Bazaar in Cairo 


Welcome strangers, come and have a look, 

Our displays are guaranteed to hook, 

Bargains lurk in every little nook 
In the market at Mos Eisley. 

Everything you see is up for sale, 

We’re adept at telling you a tale, 

Most of us are freshly out of jail 
In the market at Mos Eisley. 

Nowhere in the Outer Galaxy 
Will you find such spontaneity. 

You had best be ready for the fun; 

A knife, a gun, 

Or something full of nitric acid. 

For your stronghold, fortalice or keep, 

Top class watch beast, constantly asleep, 

He isn’t too efficient but he’s very, very cheap 
In the market at Mos Eisley. 

Would you like some very pretty rugs 
Woven by the Tarriani slugs, 

Impregnated with interesting drugs 
In the market at Mos Eisley. 

(Instrumental <fc optional sand dance, c.f. Wilson,Keppel <fc Betty) 

Body servants, small to extra large, 

Bathe you, dress you, give you a massage, 

Other talents run a higher charge 
In the market at Mos Eisley. 

Weapons gain you status and respect, 

Ours are individually checked, 

We threw away the manual, it wasn’t quite correct 
In the market at Mos Eisley. 

We get traders from the Inner Core, 

Some Corellians, a triple-breasted whore, 

Forms of currency, we can take them all, 

They rise, they fall, 

Economies go crumble crumble. 

We get Nyronds, but they never stay, 

Something always summons them away, 

One sold me a planet yesterday - 
In the market at Mos Eisley ! 
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THE SONG OF THE KLOOD 

WORDS Zander Nyrond - 1987 

MUSIC "The Song of the Clyde" 


I sing of a river I try to elude, 

The song that I sing is the song of the Klood, 

Of all Kastath rivers the queerest to me, 

It flows toward the hills and away from the sea, 

Through Yurinn’s Bad Leg, Arse, Crotch, Elbow and Nose, 

And past Charisnaktia, reeking, it goes, 

And no-one apart from a pervert or pseud 
Would want to hear more of this song of the Klood. 

Oh the river Klood, the odorous Klood, 

The name of it puts me in nauseous mood, 

And although it’s rude, unseemly and crude, 

I’d rather drink sewage than taste of the Klood. 

The water is greenish, with flotsam bestrewed, 

Which adds to the flavour you find in the Klood, 

It flows like cold treacle and clings like hot glue, 

And you’d never believe all the things it can do. 

It eats through all metal, glass, fabric and skin, 

There’s no kind of vessel can hold the stuff in, 

The stone of the banks, with dark magic imbued, 

Is the only thing stronger than water of Klood. 

Oh the river Klood, the odorous Klood, 

The name of it puts me in nauseous mood, 

And although it’s rude, unseemly and crude, 

I’d rather drink sewage than taste of the Klood. 

(Next verse sung twice as fast - good luck !) 

But the breweries of Lesser Kastath, though they are by some with acrimony viewed, 

Are the only corporations capable of getting value from the river Klood, 

For they run the water into basins which are made as perdurable as the bed 
And then toss in several ingredients which would as like turn your head. 

They let it brew just for a year or two and then they urinate into the vat 

And add the mouldy bones of seven poisoned dwarves and one old charcoal-burner’s hat, 

And when the whole repulsive mixture has become inert, impervious and cold, 

They bottle it and put a label on it saying 'YURINNITE GOLD . 

Oh the river Klood, the odorous Klood, 

The name of it puts me in nauseous mood, 

And although it’s rude, unseemly and crude, 

I’d rather drink sewage than taste of the Klood. 

I’d rather drink sewage than taste of the Klood. 



I 


53 


THREE YURINNIC SONGS 

WORDS Zander Nyrond - 1987 
MUSIC 1 - "Oh Danny Boy " 

2 - "Drink To Me Only" 

3 - "The Ash Grove" 


1) HYMN TO THE PRIME 


Oh, Paddy boy, the pints, the pints are calling, 
From pub to pub, within five minutes ride; 

They seem to say, "Come soon, for we are waiting 
For you to find a place for us inside.” 

Come to the Hold, for lo ’tis_day evening, 

And Yurinnites devout are thither bound; 

Come to the Hold, and start the evening’s drinking, 
For Paddy boy, oh Paddy boy, it is your round. 


2) SONG OF THE TIGHT BASTARD 

Drink to me only from thine glass 
And 1*11 hang on to mine, 

And if you try to pinch it again 
I’ll surely break your spine. 

The thirst that from the god doth spring 
Makes every drink divine; 

So I will keep my photon torpedo 
And you keep your cheap red wine. 


3) IN MEMORIAM 

Up yonder dark alley where drunkards meander 
When twilight is fading, I’d eagerly run. 

Or just before midnight inebriate wander 
Away from the doors of the famous One Tun. 

’Twas there while my tankard was beerfully brimming 

I first came to hear of the Yurinnite creed - 

I’d drunk so much cider my head it was swimming, 

Ah, then little thought I of where it might lead. 

(spoken while the second verse is played or hummed) 

Ah, Euphemia . . . Pll never forget that night at the Tun ... 

Not that I can quite remember it,of course . . . boy, we got through some cider that night. 
Your lips sought mine again and again . . . never quite found them either. 

But . . .then I lost sight of you. 

When you got into that fight with the landlord . . . 

They threw me out, and when I looked you were gone. 

I haven’t seen you since . . . Euphemia . . . 

Ye echoes, come tell me, where is the sweet maiden? 

She sleeps on the pavement outside the One Tun. 


NOTE - for further info see end of next song. 
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BOTTLE HYMN OF THE REPULSIVE 

WORDS Zander Nyrond - 1987 

MUSIC "Battle Hymn of John Brown's Body" - or whatever 


Mine eyes have seen the glory of the opening of the Tun, 

I have bought a pint of cider when the night had just begun, 

I have been three-quarters plastered ere the sinking of the sun, 
And my soul goes drinking on ! 

Praise the mighty Church of Yurinn, 

Praise the mighty Church of Yurinn, 

Praise the mighty Church of Yurinn, 

For its soul goes drinking on ! 


I have stood on draughty platforms waiting for the final train, 

I have kipped on Bastards’ couches and sustained severest strain, 

And been ready one week later to endure it all again, 

And my soul goes drinking on ! 

Praise the mighty Church of Yurinn, 

Praise the mighty Church of Yurinn, 

Praise the mighty Church of Yurinn, 

For its soul goes drinking on ! 

I have faced the times of hardships when the pubs were running dry, 
When I heard about the draymen’s strike a tear stood in my eye, 
And when the Hold ran out of cider I was sure that I would die, 

But my soul went drinking on ! 

Praise the mighty Church of Yurinn, 

Praise the mighty Church of Yurinn, 

Praise the mighty Church of Yurinn, 

For its soul goes drinking on ! 


For the mighty Church of Yurinn is a symbol to the brave, 

A defence against the lertish hordes in search of souls to save, 
Anyone can be a Bastard, man or woman, peer or knave, 

And the Church goes drinking on ! 

Praise the mighty Church of Yurinn, 

Praise the mighty Church of Yurinn, 

Praise the mighty Church of Yurinn, 

For its soul goes drinking on ! 


In the bogs of Lesser Kastath it was born across the sea, 

It was brought to Earth in secret through the game of D & D, 

Though the lerts may make us holy, yet the Church will make us free, 
And our souls go drinking on ! 

Praise the mighty Church of Yurinn, 

Praise the mighty Church of Yurinn, 

Praise the mighty Church of Yurinn, 

For its soul goes drinking on ! 


NOTE - a lert = a non-Yurinnic person, a dullard, a killjoy. 


ESSENTIAL INFORMATION. The Church of Yurinn is a less than serious religious disorganisation created 
by Pat Lennon and Alan Frost as part of a Dungeons and Dragons game. It got out of hand, slightly. The 
main devotional activities consist of boozing, non- sexist lechery and puns. There is a Lowerarchy consisting 
of various ranks of Bastards, and a great deal more liturgical material than you can comfortably imagine. I 
hope this clears up any confusion. It probably won’t, but I can hope. 
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WHAT ? ME ? DRUNK ? 

WORDS Chris Bell - 1987 

MUSIC Anything that will fit 

I came into this bar-room for a quiet jug of ale, 

And I won’t waste good drinking time to listen to your tale, 

I wouldn’t for a sister, and I sure won’t for a male, 

Now you know I hate to hit a fellow-soldier. 

I haven’t got the patience and I will not lend an ear, 

’Cause the lousy line you’re throwing I’ve no earthly wish to hear, 
Oh ZORT! I’m really sorry! Did he land up in your beer? 

Look, don’t make me have to hit a fellow-soldier. 

All right, you really asked for this, and if you want a fight, 

I’ve about a hundred reasons to get into one tonight: 

Like the pay, and the conditions, and your manners ain’t polite. 
Fine. I think I’ll go and hit a fellow-soldier. 

Oh barman, look, I’m sorry, and here’s money for your chair 
(And the tables, and the window glass that is no longer there.) 
But you know I had to do it and it really isn’t fair 
That I simply had to hit a fellow-soldier. 

One two three four 
Maybe a few more 

So should I be counting, fellow-soldier ? 

My hangover is pounding and my head is blown away, 

And by Griff I’d better not see that dumb idiot today. 

He should’ve known me better than to try to make a play 
And that’s why I had to hit a fellow-soldier. 
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NOTE - There is a comic called REDFOX ((£) copyright Fox) and quite a few of us read it. 
We think it’s great fun and maybe you should try it too. 
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THE BALLAD OF REDFOX 


WORDS Mike Whitaker - © copyright Fox 

MUSIC 'Matty Groves" as performed by Fairport Convention 


Come all you men and women all, take heed of what I do tell. 

A tale of REDFOX and her sword and a Demon Queen from Hel. 

The Demon Queen was dark and fell and none dared speak her name, 
Nasty and mean and vicious too and evil was her game. 

REDFOX the barbarian, she swore a solemn oath, 

To kill the Queen and free the land she’d fight with sword and bow. 

First off the evil-hearted Queen, she sent four demons grim 
And REDFOX drew her mighty sword and did all four of them in. 

Next the Queen she sent six more from depths of the abyss 

And REDFOX she just laughed once more and blew to them a kiss. 

She tossed her long blonde hair and laughed, and cried out "Only six? 
You’ll have to do much better than that”, and swiftly had them licked. 

The Queen was vexed and cursed REDFOX and sent her champion in, 
And REDFOX eyed him up and down and gave him quite a grin. 

Their match was long and of it still the legends they do talk, 

She carried him back to the Queen, for he couldn’t hardly walk. 

Took here" she cried Tve beaten four, and then again twice three. 

The champion that you sent ain’t half the man he used to be. 

Now come out here and fight me, bitch, or I will get annoyed , 

And so the Queen got up to fight, and Red was overjoyed. 

Red stood firm in the face of Zeb, and all the spells she threw, 

And when the smoke had cleared she said "Is that the best you can do ? 
Here, try my sword for size," Red cried and stuck it in her heart. 

The Queen she died, and that’s the end, and I must now depart. 


NOTES- 

1) Fox asked Mike to write a deliberately awful ballad! He did! 
He also hoped never to see or hear it again . . . 

2) The Demon Queen, Zebethyial, also appears in the next song. 
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RED TAPE AND SEALING WAX 


WORDS 

MUSIC 


Chris Beil - 1987 

Chris Bell , a it. Rhodri James 


1987 (see song no.64 for chords 
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The Minist(e)ry for General Interference 
Has many important functions to fulfil. 

You may not engage in trade without our clearance, 

Without our permission you may not fall ill. 

We organise all your government relations, 

Ensure that your warfare can’t get out of hand, 

Facilitate easy commerce between your nations 
In spite of the way you just won’t understand: 

You must send all forms in triplicate, 

Signed and sealed in triplicate, 

Fill the forms in triplicate, 

I’ll file them on my desk. 

You say Zebethyial is loose, disrupting all the land. 

You speak of honest citizens she’s blasted where they stand. 

I really cannot deal with such departures from the norm 
Unless you go through channels, and you’ve filed the proper form. 

The Minist(e)ry employs each Elemental 
To perform each and ev’ry departmental task. 

Our endeavour is not to get too temperamental 
When you totally fail to do the things we ask, 

But you make such irregular communications 
It really would try the patience of a saint, 

The way you will not conform with regulations 
And never fill out our dockets of complaint: 

You should send all forms in triplicate, 

Signed and sealed in triplicate, 

Fill the forms in triplicate, 

I’ll put them pn my desk. 

You tell me she’s a menace and she has to be contained. 

You shout of spell-bound armies and the rule of law disdained. 

But come now! These are rumours, with no proof that I have seen 
I need document’ry evidence about this Demon Queen. 

The Ministry Section E Department Thirty 
Cannot be compelled to move with undue speed, 

Your impetuousness just makes us feel shirty - 
Procedural conformation’s what we need. 

You must fill in a Pee Eleven Stroke Jay Ell Eight 
To apply for the Pink Pro-Forma Nine to fill. 

It is more than my job’s worth to ignore this mandate 
And your protocol-shelving makes me feel quite ill: 

So send it in in triplicate, 

Signed in blood in triplicate, 

Fill the forms in triplicate, 

I’ll lose them on my desk. 

I cannot find a precedent for such unseemly haste; 

You say she’s killing thousands and she’U lay the land to waste, 
And she means to seize the country in the grip of death and fear, 
But I’m really very busy . . . could you call me back next year ? 
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THE BALLAD OF LYSSA THE AXE 


WORDS 

MUSIC 


Chris Bell - 1987 

Marty Robbins' version of Billy the Kid 


I’ll sing you a true song of Lyssa the Axe, 

She didn’t like work and she wouldn’t pay tax, 

And so she set out with her axe in her hand 
To spread some choice mayhem through all of the land. 

She’s the Slayer of Men - though she’d rather crack crowns; 

She Vanquishes Cities - and castles and towns; 

She’s also a Mercen’ry Extr’ordinaire 

And she turns out a curry puts chest on your hair. 

When Lyssa the Axe was a very young girl 
She met a magician who made her hair curl. 

Now he’s out in Limbo and she’s on the town. 

And she says all this magic stuff just brings her down. 

’Twas in her first battle she made her first kill — 

Her lover’s ex-lover, in love with him still - 
When battle was over her friends were all dead 
And she ended up in a prostitute’s bed. 

When Nergal’s the god of the city you’re in 

You shouldn’t bad-mouth him - they think it’s a sin, 

And they sacrifice sinners to keep their god sweet, 

Especially those who are out on their feet. 

When you’re chained to a cell-wall you can’t show much fight, 
But Lyssa was sure it would turn out all right 
When Perry showed up at the end of the day 
For a sacrificial victim in lieu of his pay. 

And so they took off with some horses as well, 

Consigning the Nergalites straight down to Hel. 

They went to a farm that a friend’s uncle ran 
And Lyssa learned how to pick locks from the man. 

So now she’s proficient in all of war’s arts, 

Like drinking and running - a woman of parts. 

She thinks that to kill people isn’t much fun 
Because she could kill them she’d much rather stun. 

What she wants out of life is a friend and a beer 
(Or ten or eleven - well, lots of good cheer) 

And plenty of pay in a cause that is just 
Or maybe that isn’t - she isn’t that fussed. 

But pick on a child, or mug an old man 
Or torture a dog and she’ll do what she can. 

She really hates bullies, so don’t you forget 
She’s a powerful lady, and she ain’t dead yet. 



59 


WHITEFOX IN THE TOWER 


WORDS Chris Bell - 1987 
MUSIC Chris Bell - 1987 
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Em Am Em C 

Born in the body of a woman grown, 

Am — Bm 

With the mind of a babe in arms, 

Am DT Em , . 

Made by a wizard who was bored alone, 
Am D7 Em Bm 

Out of a sister that I’ve never known. 

Em Am Em C 

He wanted someone he could call his own 
Am Bm Am 

And teach all his potions and charms; 

Bm Am Bm Em 

To be his assistant m charms. 


Em D Em 

And oh, why am I here ? 

C B7 Em 

And oh, why was I born ? 

Em Am. Em 
My fiiture, all is unclear; 

Bm Am Bm 
My life, all is forlorn. 


Trapped in his tower I must lend an ear 
And learn all the mage can teach. 

Ratty’s not human though 1 hold him dear; 
All of the gargoyles only mock and jeer. 

I yearn for my sister — I can feel her near 
But her mind stays out of my reach. 

Yes, no matter how I beseech. 


And oh, why am 1 here ? 

And oh, where are my kin? 

I would that they would appear 
Before strife can begin. 


Dire are the visions that my mind has seen; 
I know I must fight for her soul 
Hard what a gift made in love can mean, 
Now she is taken by the Demon Queen, 
Caught in a trap by that sword unclean. 
My life I shall pledge for a toll 
To see that my sister stays whole. 


I know why I am here. 

I know what I must do. 
Now final conflict is near 
And no safety in view. 
(And no comfort from you) 
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REQUIEM 


WORDS Philip Allcock 
MUSIC Philip AUcock 




Am Am Dm E 

Father oh father, you lie now on your pyre. 

Am Am Dm E 

No grave for you, I will give you to the fire 
Dm Dm Am Am 

Though we did win I’m now filled with despair; 
Dm E E Am 

For you lie dead, yet no-one seems to care. 


Father oh father, you may now rest in peace. 
Once more restrained is the demon you released. 
Although that error did cause grief and pain, 
You gave your life trying to right it again. 


Father oh father, your arts gave life to me; 
Fashioned my essence with spells of wizardry. 

(You) taught me to walk and to write and to read. 
No more you’ll teach yet still so much 1 need. 


Father oh father, the pyre is now alight. 
Flames burning higher. Of you one final sight. 
Smoke from your banefire curls up to the sky. 
Farewell now father. Father goodbye. 
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AN ORIGIN OF SORTS 

WORDS Mike Whitaker - 1987 
MUSIC 'Riders on the Storm " 


Three gamblers in a bar. 

Three gamblers in a bar. 

Played for fourteen hours — Sir an a sits and scowls. 
Hoping for a change of fate before it is too late. 
Three gamblers in a bar. 


Ser Mantle’s sure he’ll win. 

Ser Mantle’s sure he’ll win. 

He would bring it to an end but Sirana will not bend. 
'The hand isn’t finished until the cards are shown." 

So let the game begin. 


Barmaid clears the room. 

Barmaid clears the room. 

A woman with a dream — the golden city’s gleam. 
Sirana tells her tale - a vision turning stale, 

A tale of death and gloom. 


A chance to change her fate. 

A chance to change her fate. 

To turn a pair of cards — the decision isn’t hard; 
Three of swords she draws: a single moment’s pause: 
Eight cups seals her fate. 

So the barmaid wins. 

So the barmaid wins. 

For a moment in time Sirana’s life is on the line. 
The hand is finished now, the cards are fully shown 
And a new life begins. 


NOTE - This song is inspired by the REDFOX comic series. 
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COPYRIGHT ? WHAT COPYRIGHT ? 

WORDS Harry Payne - 1988 

MUSIC "Little Fuzzy Animals" - Frank Hayes 


We produce a thousand different comics each week for our fans, 

With the same plots, the same heroes, the same villains’ Master Plans, 
No hint of originality, that simply wouldn’t do, 

But if we think you’ve pinched our ideas then WE WILL SUE. 

If we think that you’ve pinched our ideas 
think that you’ve pinched our ideas 
think that you’ve pinched our ideas then WE WILL SUE. 

We have no idea why ot-er artists do not work for us, 

Likewise writers, inkers, terers - we’re simply marvellous, 

But our egoes bruise so t- oily (it really does annoy us), 

If we think that you’ve pinched our ideas we’ll CALL OUR LAWYERS. 

If we think that you’ve pinched our ideas 
think that you’ve pinched our ideas 

think that you’ve pinched our ideas we’ll CALL OUR LAWYERS. 

We are really quite effective in protecting what we’ve done, 

That we’ve copyright on almost everything under the sun; 

We’re still working on the alphabet (our one failure to date) 

But soon if we think you’ve used it we will LITIGATE. 

If we think you’ve used the alphabet 
think you’ve used the alphabet 
think you’ve used the alphabet we’ll LITIGATE. 

Now occasion’ly you’ll read or hear what other people say, 

That we’ve stolen our ideas from them and they will make us pay, 

But they always fail when we reveal our dark and devious plot: 

We have got the cash to go to court and THEY HAVE NOT. 

We have got the cash to go to court 
got the cash to go to court 

got the cash to go to court and THEY HAVE NOT. 


NOTE • This song also derives from REDFOX. An un-named American company are publishing a comic 
with a female character who bears a considerable resemblance to a certain Demon Queen, even down to the 


name. 
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RE-INCARNATION BLUES 


WORDS Chris Bell - 1988 
MUSIC Chris Bell - 1988 


Do you remember times before this one? 

Past lives, earlier seat. 

If you knew part of the world’s bright morning 
All you see now is reflection at best. 

And that’s what we get from our past lives 
That’s what we gain from the past. 

Do you remember the Age of Homer? 

Past lives, out of the dark. 

If you played part in the deeds that he sang of 
Heroes today leave a very small mark. 

And that’s what . . . 

Do you remember Solon and Perikles? 

Past lives, out of the shade. 

If you were freed by the laws that they strove for 
All reforms now seem to dwindle and fade. 

And that’s what . . . 

Do you remember Alkibiades? 

Past lives, out of before. 

If you were one of the many who loved him 
Treachery now cannot touch to your core. 

And that’s what . . . 

Do you remember the Siege of Athens? 

Past lives, out of despair. 

If you have tasted the things that we ate then 
Poverty now has no way to compare. 

And that’s what . . . 

Do you remember the Fall of Syracuse? 

Past lives, out of our pain. 

If you can live with the things that were done there 
Nothing done now seems a cause to complain. 

And that’s what . . . 

Do you remember Alexander? 

Past lives, out of our dread. 

If you were part of the world that he conquered 
Chivalry now seems forgotten and dead. 

And that’s what . . . 

Do remember your times in history? 

Past lives, ours to recall. 

If you will delve for the things you’ve forgotten 
You will have none of Today left at all. 

And that’s what we get for our past lives 
Wonderful gain from the past ! 
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PUBLISH AND BE DAMNED ! 

WORDS Philip Allcock 

MUSIC "Red Tape and Sealing Wax" - Chris Bell (see song no.57) 


c <3 G O 

When writing fantasy or science fiction 

C E Am A 

There are rules to which all authors must adhere 

Dm A Dm § Dm 

And although this sometimes causes undue friction 
G G . C C 

As publishers our policies are clear. 

Dm A Dm Dm 

Now you have given us a single novel 

G G C C 

And you claim that it's complete and stands alone 

F A Dm Dm 

But although you rant and rave or beg and grovel 
G G7 C 

You know that we’ll need more than just one tome. 

C7 P G Am D7 G7 

You should write for us a trilogy. A thou an nd page long trilogy. 

C C7 F Pm G 'J 

Write for us a trilogy. We’ll publish it ne ear. 


C G Am Em F G . 0 

You say your novel’s singular and must remain unique. 

G G C G Am Dm7 G7sas4 G7 

You worry for your fans and of ‘integrity’ you speak. 

Am Am Am Em P F6 G»o»4 G 

We really cannot yield to such departures from our norm, 

C G Am Em P F Gsoa4 G 

If you want to get published then you can’t write in that form. 


The writers we employ I’m sure you’ve all seen 
Who turn out all the hack-work that we need. 

For we don’t require the quality of Tolkien 
But all we ask is quantity and speed. 

So never mind the plots, just feel the thickness. 

And note the way the stories aren’t quite done 
For with our authors’ legendary quickness 
They’ll soon be writing sequels by the ton. 

You should write for us a trilogy, A four or five book trilogy. 
Write for us a trilogy. We’ll publish it next month. 

You say that you are adamant and cannot change your book, 
That any fool would realise this who took a proper look. 

So I scrutinised your efforts and was shocked to find the lack 
Of maps or lists of characters or index at the back. 
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We feel your novel suffers from pretensions. 

The plot you see is really too complex, 

All your characters have more than two dimensions. 

There ought to be more violence and more sex. 

We want a happy "ending - yours is tragic. 

The hero doesn’t even get the girl. 

No dragons, elves or dwarves or even magic. 

You really have designed a boring world ! 

So write for us a trilogy. A sword and sorc’ry trilogy. 

Write for us a trilogy. We’ll publish it next week. 

I have discussed your book with you so you can see what’s wrong. 

So why not go rewrite it now. It needn’t take you long. 

Just get some words down on the page. Don’t worry if they’re rough. 
We’ll publish any piece of junk, if it is long enough. 

So write us a dekalogy. A posthumous dekalogy. 

Write us a dekalogy. We’ll publish it today. 
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HELVA’S LAMENT 

WORDS Rhodri James - 1988 
MUSIC Rhodri James - 1988 


Em Bm/D G B7 . 

Under the starlight my lover lies sleepmg, 

Em Em/D C B7 

I must go mourning the life that we shared. 

E Am D G B7 

Here in the void no one else hears my weepmg; 

Em Em/D CM7 Em/B Am7 B7 Em 
Jennan, my dearest, Oh, why are you dead? 


We were the greatest duet ever started, 
"Race to the Horsehead, JH-834 1" 

Now he is gone and my joy has departed. 
Helva, the Ship who Sings, singing no more. 


When we were called to that sun turning restless 
To help people flee from Ravel’s fiery tide, 

His space suit failed, and as I stood by helpless, 
Heat overcame him, and airless he died. 


Under the starlight my lover lies sleeping, 

1 must go mourning the life that we shared. 
Here in the void no one else hears my weeping; 

c 

Jennan, my dearest, Oh, why are you dead? 
Am7 B7 Em 

How can you be dead? 


NOTE - This song is insphed by THE SHIP WHO SANG by Anne McCaffrey. 
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WRITERS IN THE SKY 

WORDS Lawrence Dean 

MUSIC "Riders in the Sky" 

A budding SF author sat and dreamed one dismal day, 

He gazed into the sky and saw the clouds all dark and grey, 

When all at once a line of mighty pens he did espy, 

Each one clutched by a giant hand, and writing by and by. 

Skiffy - i - ay, skiffy - i - o, 

Ghost biros in the sky. 

The hands were old and wizened and the bones showed through the skin, 
The nails were warped and broken, and the fingers long and thin, 

A chill went through the young man as he noticed with dismay 
The faces there behind the hands, a-beavering away. 

Skiffy - i - ay, skiffy - i - o, 

Ghost writers in the sky. 

Among those toiling faces there were some he might have known, 

For up there writing Lensman books "Doc" Smith was quite at home, 

Rod Serling was at work on yet another Twilight Zone; 

Ron Hubbard writing Mission Earth, upon his hallowed throne. 

Skiffy - i - ay, skiffy - i - o, 

Ghost writers in the sky. 

At length one writer spotted him and called to him by name: 

"If you would save your reputation from undying shame, 

Make sure that all your series are completed when you go, 

Or they will make you carry on, and peace you’ll never know." 

Skiffy - i - ay, skiffy - i - o, 

Ghost writers in the sky, 

Hack writers in the sky. 
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the slow way 

WORDS Zander Nyrond - 1987 
MUSIC "The Slow Train" - Donald Swann 


NOTE - lines in italics are to be spoken, the rest sung. 

First harvest on Lianou . . . Carnival on Delgerg’s World . . . Moonrise on Remison 

We’ve said our farewells on Siska-Magis and Tarsiel, 

Gone the slow way from lost Diaspar to High Rondel, 

No seas, no forests, no sheltering hills, 

No pastoral hamlets, no satanic mills, 

The memories draining away 
As we go the slow way. 

We’ve seen the last dawn on Cauremanos and Feldresorn, 

On Lomas Minor the last of the flowers have died still-born, 

No teeming cities, no peace and no war, 

On Lesser Goronwy there’s famine no more, 

There’s nothing more we can say, 

We took the slow way. 

As the homeship travels star-guided 
We watch them go, 

And of their lives and their final passing alone we know, 

Alone we care 

For Arkon and Andelsain . . . 


No poets remain on Ourenaris or Zanthar6 
No-one to sell, no-one to buy, 

From Nduma to Cham, from Old Earth to New Sky . . . 

And no-one ever asks why, 

As we go the slow way, 

We go the slow way. 

Bursting buds on New Primavera ... the towers of Kurkaan-Zesh . . ■ 
We go the slow way, 

The Starwheel of Malison . . . Escalus’ Canyon on Tumroon . . . 


We go the slow way. 
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The horn has sounded, lo the earth is still, 

The shadow flies, the moon but serves his will, 

The Dark Lord comes, the wolf pack at his heels. 

Dark Riders crying death, blood spattering his wheels. 

As they pass on and further on, leaving grief far behmd, 

Walking maiden-like, slow of step and blind. 

The horn has sounded, and the trees claw sky; 

Silver streaked and purple now, the day clouds die. 

While through the agony of stone bled into water, 

The Riders gallop swift upon daylight’s daughter. 

Here where dusk lies quiet and weathered oceans fall away to dust 
The shadows gather like the haunt of death, 

And when the call is sounded, come they must. 

These are the ancient ones, walkers on the air, 

Those that the mundanes fear, most wise, most strange, most fair. 
Here where the dark star and the bright star meet, 

This is the land of Nevermore - where only dreams lie sweet. 


I AM A STONE 

WORDS Valerie Houaden - 1987 

MUSIC "I am a Rock " 

d g , , D 

A summer’s day, the weather clear and sunny, 

Em A OD 
I sit and gather 

Em A Em A 

Atoms fine and healthy to my ample mass 
Em G A 

And wait until the deeble comes to pass. 

D 

I am a Stone 

GAD 
I want to deeble ! 

I’ve spent years, aeons long and plenty, 

To reach this amplitude, 

I quite enjoy some discourse with spacers young and old, 

You’ve shorter lives than us, so I’ve been told. 

I am a Stone 
I want to deeble ! 

Don’t dig me up! I’m on the point of deebling, 

I’ve been here for centuries, 

And I want to do it here for all my friends to see, 

All the little stones that once were me. 

I am a Stone 
I want to deeble ! 

You’ve been warned. Upon your head be it !, 

Your customised sports model 

Lacks shielding in the trunk, the atoms make me feel quite drunk. 
Now we’ve taken off, I’m in a sort of funk. 

I am a Stone 
I want to deeble ! 

And a Stone feels no pain ! 

And a space deeble’s lots of fun ! 



NOTE - This song is inspired by "Collector's Fever ” by Roger Zelasny. 
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MY BONNIE (UNFORTUNATELY) 

WORDS Philip Allcock 

MUSIC "My Bonny Lies Over the Ocean 


My name it is simply The Doctor, 

B7 

I travel through time and through space. 

A DA 

And I have had many assistants 
D E7 A 

But I had one I couldn’t face. 

AD E7 A 

Take back, take back, oh take back my Bonnie from me, from me, 

Take back, take back, oh take back my Bonnie from me. 


The FX department had letters 
And quite complimentary they were 
About this new horrible monster 
But it weren’t no alien, it’s her. 

Take back, take back, oh take back my Bonnie from me, from me, 

Take back, take back, oh take back my Bonnie from me. 

Now Leila was savage but pretty. 

Romana was bossy but smart. 

And Melanie wouldn’t have been so bad 
If someone else had played her part. 

Take back, take back, oh take back my Bonnie from me, from me, 

Take back, take back, oh take back my Bonnie from me. 

I’d never yet killed an assistant 
So soon history might have been made. 

The only chance she had of living 
Was our being axed by Michael Grade. 

Take back, take back, oh take back my Bonnie from me, from me, 

Take back, take back, oh take back my Bonnie from me. 

Though Mel briefly outlasted Michael 
My prayers they were not all in vain. 

But now Fve got "Ace" and I wonder 
If I’d rather have Mel back again . . . 

Bring back . . no . . take back . . no . . bring back my Bonnie to me, to me, 
No . . take back . . no . . bring back . . NO! Take back my Bonnie from me. 


NOTE - This song inspted by the performance of Bonnie Langford in DR. WHO. 
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I DON’T LIKE THURSDAYS 


WORDS Philip Allcock 

MUSIC 7 Don't Like Mondays" 

Q Bm C 

Thought I’d have a relaxing day - I’d meant to get up late. 

G Bm C D7 

But a bulldozer woke me at dawn by smashing down my gate. 

C D G C 

They wanted to build a bypass. I told them to go to hell. 

C Em C Em 

I said they had no reason ’cause there was no reason, 

c A m D T i 

That it was just the council . . . cu, cil, cil, cil. 

That is why, I don’t like Thursdays. 

C D7 

That is why, I don't like Thursdays. 

G Bm 

That is why, I don’t like Thursdays. 

C D7 

They want to knock . . . knock, knock, knock, knock, knock 
G 

My poor house down. 

Ford Prefect’s a friend of mine - I’ve known him many a year. 

Now he tells me he comes from Betelgeuse and that I need not fear. 

That the council can knock my house down. He says "Let them have their fun.' 
And when I ask him the reason, he tells me that the reason 
Is a Vogon fleet has come . . . come, come, come, come. 

That is why, I don’t like Thursdays. 

That is why, I don’t like Thursdays. 

That is why, I don’t like Thursdays. 

They want to blow . . . blow, blow, blow, blow, blow 
My planet up. 


Grabbed by a matter transfer beam, we’re "safe" on a Vogon ship, 
Then the Vogons capture both of us and it looks like a real short trip. 
He wants us to like his poem, and make a convincing case. 

And I can see no reason, then I make up a reason 

’Cause there ain’t no air in space . . . space, space, space, space. 

That is why, I don’t like Thursdays. 

That is why, I don’t like Thursdays. 

That is why, I don’t like Thursdays. 

They want to throw . . . throw, throw, throw, throw, throw 
Us off the ship. 


Thought Fd have a relaxing day, but then I lost my home. 

Now I’ll soon be thrown off a Vogon’s ship if I can’t praise his poem. 

And as we’re threatened with the airlock, I ask Ford if we’ll both pull through. 

He says there is no reason, but they’ll find a reason 

’Cause there’s got to be an episode two . . . two, two, two, two. 

(But) we must wait until next Thursday. 

We must wait until next Thursday. 

We must wait until next Thursday. 

I wan’t to shoot . . . shoot, shoot, shoot, shoot, shoot 
Our script-writer! 
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THE BALLAD OF ARTHUR DENT 


WORDS Lawrence Dean 

MUSIC "She’ll be Coining Round the Mountain" 


Arthur Dent has such a nice house, out of town, 

Till the council workers come to knock it down. 

Though Arthur lies down in the mud 
It doesn’t do him any good; 

Mr. Prosser, he just glares and stands his ground. 

Arthur has a friend, his name is Ford Prefect; 

One who never gives him reason to suspect 
That he’s not from Guildford really, 

He’s from Betelgeuse and only 

Told him Guildford so their friendship won’t be wrecked. 

Ford says "Arthur, are you busy, come with me. 

There is something I must tell you now, you see. 

I’ll tell you down the pub, I think, 

’Cause you're gonna need a drink — 

It’s my round, I guess I’d better buy you three." 

"Now then, Arthur, please believe me, I’m your friend, 
When I tell you that the world’s about to end; 

I picked up news on my Sub-Ether . ." 

"Must be Thursday," murmured Arthur 
'Ts it true, or am I really round the bend?" 

At this point there is a rumble and a crash. 

Ford tells Arthur, who is just about to dash, 

"There really is no need to frown, 

It’s just your house they're knocking down . . ." 

"My God it is!" cries Arthur, leaving in a flash. 

Now, the Vogon fleet eventually appear, 

Moving silently through the ionosphere. 

When Arthur looks up to the skies 
He just can’t believe his eyes. 

Ford says "Arthur, it’s the Vogons, they are here." 

"Listen, Citizens of Earth, to what I say," 

Says Prostetnic Vogon Jeltz on the P.A. 

"I experience no guilt 
For a bypass must be built. 

I am sorry, but there is no other way." 

So they energise the demolition beams 

And the world in all its terror screams and screams. 

For the Earth’s to be destroyed 
Leaving only gassy void. 

And poor Arthur, he is doomed, or so it seems. 

Ford says "Arthur, here’s some peanuts you can eat. 
Don’t be too surprised that you’re still on your feet, 

For we haven’t really died. 

We have merely hitched a ride 

On the flagship of the monstrous Vogon fleet." 




Take a look at this book here and you will see - 
It’s The Hitch-hiker’s Guide to the Galaxy - 
It tells you all you need to know, 

So no matter where you go, 

You’re prepared for each eventuality." 

Arthur wants to test the book in any case. 

"Vogons", says the Guide, "are such a nasty race." 

It points out "Here’s what you must do 
If a Vogon comes near to you; 

Run away, and pray the Vogon doesn’t chase. 

Arthur hears the Vogon Captain, loud and clear, 

When Ford tells him, "Put this fish into your ear." 
The Vogon Captain says, "You scoundrels! 

When my search party has found you 
I will put you off this spaceship, never fear!" 

And it isn’t long before out friends are caught, 

But their fate is even worse than they had thought, 
For they are each strapped to a chair 
While forced to listen in despair 
To a Vogon poem of the vilest sort. 

"Earthlings," says the Vogon in his rasping voice, 

‘1 present you with a very simple choice; 

Either die now out in space, 

Like the rest of your foul race, 

Or tell me just how good you thought my poem was." 

Ford and Arthur make a desperate attempt, 

Though the poetry has filled them with contempt; 
They claim they really liked the poem, 

But the Vogon, he sees through ’em. 

Can this really be the end of Arthur Dent? 

Now a Vogon guard who really likes to shout, 

He is ordered by the Captain "Throw them out!" 

And no matter what they do, 

Cajole and argue, struggle too, 

It looks as if they’re going to die without a doubt. 

Now, The Hitch-hiker’s Guide to the Galaxy 
Quotes a very high improbability, 

But another ship arrives, 

Saving both our heroes’ lives, 

And they realise how lucky they must be. 

Ford and Arthur are recovering their wits 
When reality begins to fall to bits; 

Arthur’s arms and legs desert him, 

Ford becomes a little penguin. 

When they’re back to normal, Ford says "It all fits!" 

"This is definitely not Southend-on-Sea. 

I’ve a pretty shrewd idea where we must be . . . 

I would never have believed it 
But we seem to have achieved it; 

We’ve been picked up by another ship, you see." 

By a voice that comes from nowhere they are told: 
'You are welcome to the Starship Heart of Gold. 
We’ll dispense with all formality 
Till we’ve restored normality, 

So make yourselves at home till you are called." 



CAPTAIN OF THE ENTERPRISE 

WORDS Zander Nyrond - 1988 

MUSIC ’’Ruler of the Queen’s Navee - Gilbert 6c Sullivan 

When I was a lad I shocked my nurse 
For I wanted to travel round the Universe. 

I thought the Earth was a crashing bore 

And I couldn’t see what people had been put there for. 

He couldn't see what people had been put there for. 

My nurse just shuddered and closed her eyes 
And said I would be Captain of the Enterprise. 

His nurse just shuddered and closed her eyes 
And said he would be Captain of the Enterprise. 

My play school career was short and sweet 
For I soon had the other children at my feet. 

Being given orders always roused my ire 
And the day I left 1 set the place on fire. 

And the day he left he set the place on fire. 

The teachers said that I would never rise 

And would surely be the Captain of the Enterprise. 

The teachers said that he would never rise 
And would surely be the Captain of the Enterprise. 

When I entered high school they tried to find 
A doctor who could tell them what had skewed my mind, 

For I liked nothing better than to start a fight 
Or attack young ladies in the middle of the night. 

Or attack young ladies in the middle of the night. 

McCoy said "There’s nothing there to analyse, 

You’ll have to make him Captain of the Enterprise". 

McCoy said 'There’s nothing there to analyse, 

You’ll have to make him Captain of the Enterprise". 

My nasty nature was plain to see 
So they sent me into the Academee, 

But I handled this with my usual flair, 

I was the only student who enjoyed it there! 

He was the only student who enjoyed it there! 

The tutors’ reaction was no surprise, 

They put me down for Captain of the Enterprise. 

The tutors’ reaction was no surprise, 

They put him down for Captain of the Enterprise. 

I ruled my class with an iron hand 

So they transferred me to Supreme Command. 

A couple of murders and a rape or two 

At the end of the evening always helped me through. 

At the end of the evening always helped him through. 

The Command Instructors with fearful cries 
Agreed to make me Captain of the Enterprise. 

The Command Instructors with fearful cries 
Agreed to make him Captain of the Enterprise. 
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I met this girl in my final year, 

Name of Servalan, she seemed devoid of fear, 

We fooled around ’cause I liked her face 

But I soon found out she couldn’t match my pace. 

But he soon found out she couldn’t match his pace. 
So I threw her over for she was no prize 
For the future Captain of the Enterprise. 

So he threw her over for she was no prise 
For the future Captain of the Enterprise. 


;p 


(Next verse slower) 

You spacemen all who are more than sheep, 

If you want to rise to the top of the heap, 

If you want to sail through the stars so free, 

Bringing peace and justice to the galaxee . . . 

Bringing peace and justice to the galaxee . . . 

Be totally bad, and never compromise, (spoken) And if you can get past me . . . 
You ALL may be Captain of the Enterprise! 

Be totally bad, and never compromise, 

And we ALL may be Captain of the Enterprise! 
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NORMAN CONQUEST 

WORDS Lawrence Dean 
MUSIC Lawrence Dean 


I’d *ave done good writing thrillers or crime; 

They would’ve earned me much more than a dime, 
But butch men with swords, bondage and broads 
Have made me a king’s ransom every time. 


Hunters, assassins, and tribesmen of Gor, 
Marauders and raiders and slave-girls galore; 

All of my novels are published by DAW 
And if you try one you will come back for more. 
I’d *ave done good . . . 

Dominant masters with goads in their fists, 
Submissive bond-maidens tied up by their wrists, 
Doom-laden fastnesses shrouded in mists 
Keep me at the top of those best-seller lists. 

I’d ’ave done good . . . 

Critics and writers all say they are bored, 

Don’t care for my stories and never applaud, 

But there’s always a market for sorc’ry and sword; 
My books will outlast all that literate horde. 

I’d ’ave done good . . . 

It’s not my problem that maniacs claim 
My books as an influence, quoting my name; 

They would’ve done all their deeds just the same 
Without me, so why should I shoulder the blame? 
I’d ’ave done good . . . 



A SONG TO SING, 0 

WORDS Zander Nyrond 

MUSIC "I Have a Song to Sing, O" - Gilbert & Sullivan 

I have a song to sing, 0! 

Sing me yonr song, 0! 

It is sung at his work 
By a kinkoid Kirk 

Who can’t tell the right from wrong, O! 

It’s the song of the skipper of a starship sleek 
Who hasn’t had a woman in at least a week 
And whose ageing bones are starting to creak 
As he sighs for the love of a Ladye. 

Heighdy! Heighdy! 

Misery me, lackadaydee! 

His ageing bones are starting to creak 
As he sighs for the love of a Ladye. 

I have a song to sing, O! 

Sing me your song, 01 
It is sung to the Doc 
By a screwed-up Spock 
Who fled from the mocking throng, 01 
It’s the song of a veteran, coldly calm, 

Who beats his brains but can bring no balm 
To the sex-starved skipper of a starship sleek 
Who hasn’t had a woman in at least a week 
And whose ageing bowels are starting to leak 
As he sighs for the love of a Ladye. 

Heighdyl Heighdy! 

Misery me, lackadaydee! 

His ageing bowels are starting to leak 
As he sighs for the love of a Ladye. 

1 have a song to sing, 01 
Sing me your song, 01 
It is sung by McCoy 
To his servant boy 
As he plays on the tunefdl bong, 01 
It’s the song of a medico, worldly-wise, 

Who can’t ignore what is in the eyes 
Of the Vulcan veteran, coldly calm, 

Who beats his brains but can bring no balm 
To the sex-starved skipper of a starship sleek 
Who hasn’t had a woman in at least a week 
And who’s rapidly turning to practices Greek 
As he sighs for the love of a Ladye. 

Heighdy! Heighdy! 

Misery me, lackadaydee! 

He’s rapidly turning to practices Greek 
As he sighs for the love of a Ladye. 
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I have a song to sing, O! 

Sing me your song, O! 

It is sung by a Scot 
When the warp gets hot 
And emits a fearful* pong, O! 

It’s the song of an elegant engineer 
Who was cured of feeling a wee bit queer 
By the macho medico, worldly-wise, 

Who can’t ignore what is in the eyes 
Of the Vulcan veteran, coldly calm, 

Who beats his brains but could bring no balm 
To the sex-starved skipper of a starship sleek 
Who hasn’t had a woman in at least a week 
And who’s leaving Starfleet to open a boutique 
And forget about the love of a Ladye. 

Heighdy! Heighdy! 

Misery me, lackadaydee! 

He’s leaving Starfleet to open a boutique 

And forget about the love of a Ladye. 
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I DREAM OF SCI-FI 

WORDS Philip Allcock 

MUSIC "I Dream of Unicorns" - Catherine Cook 


My sisters dreamed of mermaids, and dragons in the air, 

F C D G7 

Of strange enchanted fortresses, and maidens tall and fair. 

Am Em F G 

But I dreamed of hyperdrives, of aliens short and green, 
j* C F G7 

Neutron stars and black holes, and worlds I’ve never seen. 

But mostly I found magic, and heroes by the score, 

An endless string of trilogies, and let’s not mention Gor. 
But I dreamed of hyperdrives, of aliens short and green, 
Neutron stars and black holes, and worlds I’ve never seen. 



! 


r 


I spend my hours searching, through fantasy in streams 
To find some Science Fiction, but still it always seems 
That I dream of hyperdrives, of aliens short and green, 
Neutron stars and black holes, and worlds I’ve never seen. 

The tales of science I long for are far too hard to find 
For they are swamped in fantasy, and often hid behind. 
So I dream of hyperdrives, of aliens short and green, 
p C F G7 C 

Neutron stars and black holes, and worlds I’ve never seen. 
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g ^ FREE FOR ALL 


1 

WORDS Lawrence Dean 



MUSIC Lawrence Dean 



We’re nasty, slimy aliens, 



We come from outer space 



And we’ve found a whole new meaning 


- J 

For the term "the human race". 

We’re under starter’s orders 



And we’re gonna do our worst 

For we want to be the ones 

To get those little critters first! 


J. 

We’ll attack, devour, destroy, 

Infest or colonise; 


. 

It’s a jolly free for all 

With planet Barth the prize. 


1 

There’s us, the Body Snatchers, 


Tte, 

And our gameplan’s outta sight. 


We will lay our pods beside them 

When they fall asleep at night. 

They’ll never know what hit them; 

We’ll be home before you know, 



Just as long as those damn Triffids 

Don’t turn up and steal the show. 

We’ll attack, devour, destroy, 

Infest or colonise; 

It’s a jolly free for all 

With planet Earth the prize. 


^ l 

(We’re) Sigourney Weaver’s superbugs 

And kinda tough to beat. 


1 

If those humans think we’re quitters 


1 

They are in for quite a treat. 

We’ll lay our eggs inside them, 


‘"l 

Since they make, the perfect host; 

And we’ll win unless some wretched Thing 

Has pipped us to the post. 


I 

( 

We’ll attack, devour, destroy, 


Infest or colonise; 



It’s a jolly free for all 

With planet Earth the prize. 

We’re scaly, green reptilians; 


*1 

The sort you’ve seen in "V". 



We will infiltrate and take control 

Of Earth society. 

They’ll never see through our disguise; 



We’ll soon be here to stay 

If the Martians and their death machines 


J. 

Don’t blow Us ALL away. 


fte, 

We’ll attack, devour, destroy, 


i 

Infest or colonise; 



It’s a jolly free for all 

With planet Earth the prize . . . 



Here we go ! 


l 
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BEFORE THE DAWN 

WORDS Mike Whitaker - 1985 
MUSIC Mike Whitaker - 1985 


Dm G0/C G6/B Dm G6/C G0/B 

Watcher on the tower, I see your lantern 

Dm G6/C G6/B Dm G6/C G6/B 

And the flicker of the fire that keeps you warm. 

Dm G6/C G6/B . Dm G0/C G0/B 

Turn vour eyes away from its dancmg flame, 

Dm 3 G0/C G0/B Dm G0/C GO/B 

For the darkest hour comes just before the dawn. 


Watcher on the tower, I hear their hoofbeats. 
They ride to take this land; ere day is born. 

See their torches bum with a dancing flame, 

For the darkest hour will come before the dawn. 


Watcher on the tower, take down your broadsword 
And remember all the oaths that you have sworn, 
To fight to save this land from the dancing flame, 
For the darkest hour has come before the dawn. 


(instrumental break) 

G Am G Am C Dm C Dm (repeat X 4) 
FM7 Dm-addO FM7 Dm-add9 FM7 Dm-add9 
FM7 GO/C G0/B 


Watcher on the tower, I saw your lantern 
And the flicker of the fire that kept you warm. 
Now your funeral pyre is its dancing flame, 

For your darkest hour came just before the dawn. 
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THE EYES OF GOD 

WORDS Valerie. Housden - 1988 

MUSIC "Chorale" from St Matthew Passion 

(also from St Luke Passion) by J S Bach. 

Andante 


G 


C Bm Am G 


D 
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®iey guard the way t « 1 ‘ own > 
? h eLckP'trihiU which 
fh'e handmaids must walk down. 

They search the vehicles passing, 

G C (BrnjAni BT 
They scru-tm-ize our ID- 

ik'e Eyes of God are watching, 
IP.mlC D " 

|are not let them see. 


jm We walk the streets together, 

] Two handmaids dressed in red. 
We pass news on the grapevine, 
But take care what is said, 
j Rash words could be a heresy, 
Which may cause our downfall, 
f* The Eyes of God are watching, 

■ They can destroy us all. 


r Econowives are jealous, 

They lack a servant’s aid. 

They do not rank a Martha, 
ym Nor yet a scarlet handmaid, 
f They detest all we stand for, 

But even yet they know 
pm The Eyes of God are watching, 

The hatred does not show. 

4* If Mayday can arrange it 

! We’ll ride the Underground 

Femaleroad to Freedom - 
p* (In) some north-Canadian town. 

Please, God! Don’t let them find us! 
No dancers on the Wall. 

The Eyes of God may watch, but 
! They need not see at all. 






NOTES > , T think an organ or piano would sound better. 

1. The guitar chords are only a suggested HAmU AWS TALE 

2. This song and 'The Handmaid’s Lament (song no.75) are P 
by Margaret Atwood. 
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DREAMS OF GLORY 


WORDS Marion van der Voort 

MUSIC "Just a Song at Twilight" 

This world is just too small to hold mankind. 

We will decide soon to leave wars behind. 

Out of the system we will drive to find 
Worlds that will suit our philosophic mind. 

Humans will soon fill all the galaxy, 

How could we guess what our fate was to be ? 

Not a supernova, just a solar flare. 

The Cold War has melted, missile sites are bare, 

Continents are ashes, oceans turned to steam. 

Poor old Homo Sapiens - no-one's left to dream, 

There’s no-one left to dream. 
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THE NEW SILKIE 

WORDS Chris Bell - 1988 

MUSIC Trad, Joan Baez version . 


An earthly woman sits and sings, 

And sadly sings: "My little one, 

And it’s little I know of your father 
Far less the world that he comes from". 


"For he came one night to a lonely lane 
Where we drove alone, my friend and I, 

And caught our car in a beam of light 
And drew us up to the starry sky". 

"And he took up a purse of gold 
And set it down upon my knee 
Saying 'Give to me my little young son 
And take thee up thy nurse’s fee’ ". 

" 'And it shall come to pass on a summer’s night 
When the moon shines bright upon every stone 
I’ll come again in a beam of light 
And teach him to fly in the stars alone’ 

"And now I have borne my babe so fair 
And I love you as dearly as I can hold, 

But I fear they will mock at your purple hair 
And your silver skin, and your eyes of gold". 

"And I have married a gunner good 
And a right fine gunner Pm sure he’ll be; 

And the very first shot that e’er he shoots 
Will kill both my young son and me". 
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SIX FOR THE BEARERS 


WORDS Zander Nyrond - 1988 

MUSIC "When I Was On Horseback" - Steeleye Span 


Six for the bearers, and five for the mourners, 

And four for the drummers to march me away; 

Three for the pipers, and two for the preachers, 

And one poor young spacer to lie in the clay. 

I took off from Marsport all bound for the Trojans, 

My hold it was laden with cargo so fine; 

All bound for the Trojans in Jupiter’s orbit, 

But fair wind and fortune were not to be mine. 

My engines lie idle, my boards unresponsive, 

My astro-computers lie dead as a stone; 

My cargo is wasted, my mission abandoned, 

And I doomed to die here, entrapped and alone. 

Follow my beacon from Mars or the Trojans 
To where I lie drifting alone in the deep; 

Breach the hull gently, and salvage the cargo. 

For cargo’s expensive, but spacers come cheap. 

Some day my people may send for to fetch me 
From Mars or the Trojans to carry me home; 

They’ll bring me down Earthside and lay me down easy 
Another young spacer who’ll never more roam. 

Six for the bearers, and five for the mourners, 

And four for the drummers to march me away; 

Three for the pipers, and two for the preachers, 

And one poor young spacer to lie in the clay. 
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DUSK 


WORDS Mike Whitaker - 1987 

MUSIC Mike Whitaker & Caroline Bolien - 1987 

Am/E Dm/F Am/E~Dm/F 

Am Qg 

These crumbling walls we’ve hid behind 
q FM7 Am 

oeem ready now to fall. 

Am qq 

Outside there’s the dancing flame 

_ FM7 a- 

But mside there’s no light at all. 

There’s a shadow over the city tonight, 

It’s growing hour by hour, 

T Am Em 

I can feel it as I stand on the western wall 

. , 

And gaze out at the fallen tower. 

These crumbling walls I’ve hid behind 
Seem ready now to fall. 

Outside I can hide the pain 
But inside the hurt is all. 

There’s a shadow over my heart tonight, 

It’s growing hour by hour, 

And I don’t know if I’ll ever see the light again, 

Now everything’s turned sour. 

The city streets are lonely, 

Above me the cold stars shine, 

And all I have for comfort is 
A knife and a bottle of wine. 

I could drink to dull the sorrow * 

Or the dagger would be easier yet, 

But then I hear you as you whispered to me; 

Promise me . . . you’ll never forget." 
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ONLY THE INNOCENT 

WORDS Mike Whitaker & Joanna Page - 1988 
MUSIC Mike Whitaker - 1988 


The morning mist is lifting on ano/her lonely day. 

C/E D/E 

My life is cold and empty; seem’s there’s nothing left to say. 

Em D/E 

In the shadow of the fighting, on the edges of a war, 

Is there no-one left to listen — what are we fighting for? 


Em D Amfl/C C (repeat X 3) 
Am Bm C D 


Only the good get caught in the crossfire, 

Em D Bm Em 

Only the innocent die young. 

Only the good get caught in the crossfire, 

Only the innocent die young. 

In the shadow of my shattered dreams I see the warlords stand, 
Ready with excuses, with their answers near at hand, 

They praise the city’s fallen boys - but never hear the cries 
Of the thousand screaming voices that they sent out to die. 

Only the good get caught in the crossfire, 

Only the innocent die young. 

Only the good get caught in the crossfire, 

Only the innocent die young. 

You tell me he need not have fought, you say he had a choice, 
You who filled his head with dreams of glory with your voice. 
You who never knew his love, who never know regret, 

You may not remember him, but I will never forget. 

Only the good get caught in the crossfire, 

Only the innocent die young. 

Only the good get caught in the crossfire, 

Only the innocent die young. 


Em D D C (repeat X 3) 
Bm C D 


Only the good get caught in the crossfire, 
Only the innocent die young. 

Only the good get caught in the crossfire, 
Only the innocent die young. 
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THE SONG OF THE GALACTIC TRADER 

WORDS Zander Nyrond - 1988 

MUSIC 'Sixteen Tons" - Tennessee Ernie Ford 


When I was a boy I knew my place, 

It was riding the tradelines way out in space, 

So I sold the farm that my ancestors made, 

Bought me a ship and I started to trade. 

You load sixteen tons, and what do you get ? 

A fifty crab profit - and a hundred crab 1 debt. 

Saint Dismas come and get me, I can’t take no more. 
Galactic trading is a hell of a bore ! 

You get to a planet and you pick up a load, 

But you got to keep moving down Hyperjump Road, 

You don’t see no sights, you don’t see no bar, 

These walls are all I’ve seen so far. 

You load sixteen tons . . . 

You get to a planet and you try to sell 
A high grade computer to an ape who can’t spell. 

Electrics underwater, or shirts to trees. 

Is that any way to a life of ease ? 

You load sixteen tons . . . 

And when you try to move on, it’s oh so cruel, 

A ship comes cheaper than a tankful of fuel. 

My life-support’s shaky and my drive is shot 
After ten years trading it’s still all I got. 

You load sixteen tons . . . 

There’s only one way out of this misery, 

I’ll sell my ship and turn mercenary, 

I’ll break any law, and I’ll grease any palm 
And when I’m rich, I’ll-buy me a farm ! 

You load sixteen tons, and what do you get ? 

A fifty crab profit - and a hundred crab debt. 

Saint Dismas come and get me, I can’t take no more. 
Galactic trading is a hell of a bore ! 

(slower) 

Saint Dismas come and get me, I can’t take no more. 
Galactic trading is a hell of a bore ! 


NOTE 1 • A "crab" = Credit Absolute, the standard unit of currency in Sagittarian space. Phase feel Nee to 
replace it with your local unit if required. 
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THE LAND OF THE SILENT 



WORDS Colin Fine - Jan-Aug 1987 

MUSIC Colin Fine 

They p ulle d me — alive — from the wreckage, 

A cripple they could not repair: 

They’d do what they ought, 

But I knew what they thought 
As they tended me with loving care. 

'You’ll be up and about in a little while," 

They’d say with their tongues and their jaws. 

But while this was said, 

I could hear in my head 
Their minds saying "It’s a lost cause." 

I live in the land of the silent, 

I suffer the thoughts of the dumb. 

My soul is adrift in the twilight: 

My dreams ever bask in the sun. 

But one day I’ll hear you, I’ll find you, 

Our thoughts will call out each to each. 

And then we will run 
Side by side in the sun, 

With no need for speech: 

We’ll be one. 

My body no longer obedient, 

Limbs deaf to my will, my command. 

Raise an arm: nothing moves, 

But the pain in it proves 
It’s still there, shoulder, elbow and hand. 

1 struggle to look at myself, 

And I seem to rise out of my head. 

My mind is ablaze 
As I hover and gaze 
At the sad, broken thing on the bed. 

I live in the land . . . 

I wander adrift through the hospital 
I see all the people who’re there. 

First I look at their hide 
Then I peer down inside, 

See their thoughts, hopes and dreams all laid bare. 

I throw wide the gates of perception; 

I’m with everyone in the town; 

In the country, the world, 

Then my mind is enswirled 
In a whirlpool of thoughts, and I drown. 

I live in the land . . . 

Pm lost in a maelstrom of consciousness, 

I can’t find my body again. 

To mine own self be true, 

That is all I can do: 

Every place and direction’s the same. 
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But now and again I hear faintly 
The crystal clear thoughts that are you, 
And one day I’ll touch you, 

I’ll follow and clutch you 
And then we’ll no longer be two. 

I live in the land . . . 


FAL MORGAN 

WORDS Gordon Dickson & Pat Brown - 1987 
MUSIC Pat Brown - 1987 


-j—1_ 


Fal_ Mor- gan, Fal 
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Mor- gan, when mom- ing dawns grey. Your 
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wall stones and_ roof_trees stand_ near me _ to- day. Your 
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fire bum- ing bright- ly, the wind in the eaves. And the birds on the 



ridge tiles are sing- ing for me 


Fal Morgan, Fal Morgan, when morning dawns grey, 

Your wall stones and roof trees stand near me today, 

Your fire burning brightly, the wind in the eaves, 

And the birds on the ridge tiles are singing for me. 

They sing of my homeland, the mountains and seas, 

Of the smoke from the chimney in the soft summer breeze, 
The gales in the autumn, the cold winter snow, 

They sing of Fal Morgan, the home that I know. 

And now I’m in a strange land, ’neath strange sun and sky, 
And I’m fighting in a strange war and I fear I will die, 

For soon will the sun rise and battle begin, 

And I fear I will never see Fal Morgan again. 


NOTE - First two lines by Gordon Dickson, other words by Pat Brown. 
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THE SEQUEL SONG 

WORDS Lawrence Dean 
MUSIC Lawrence Dean 


"I 
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When Rocky charmed the movie world 
They said it was a fad, 

And when we tried to follow it 
They told us we were mad. 

But then we saw the box receipts 
And we were very glad; 

So let’s make another one, 

There’s money to be had ! 

In Halloween and Elm Street 
There are shocking scenes galore, 

And Friday the Thirteenth is filled 
With lots of blood and gore. 

But though such films are nasty 
They are not against the law. 

So let’s make another one, 

They’re crying out for more ! 

When Jaws arrived upon the scene 
It made a giant splash, 

And sure enough we thrilled ’em 
With a sequel, in a flash. 

And there’s no danger we can see 
Of running out of cash. 

So let’s make another one, 

It*8 bound to be a smash ! 
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Now half our cast have toup4s 
And the rest look very old, 

And though they’re still prepared to go 
They’ll not be quite as bold. 

But we’ve a hundred storylines 
Just waiting to unfold. 

So let’s make another one, 

We’re gonna go for gold ! 

We scored a hit with Superman 
Chris Reeve, he took a bow, 

They all believed a man could fly, 

We really showed ’em how. 

And we’ll go on and on 
As long as audiences allow. 

So let’s make another one, 

They’ll never stop us now ! 

If anyone would like to add 
To this, The Sequel Song, 

With confidence we can predict 
It won’t be very long 
Before we bring you many more 
To keep you going strong. 

So let’s make another one, 

Who’s for a new King Kong . . . ? 
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THE SONG OF THE SKY ARCHER 

WORDS Zander Nyrond 

MUSIC Tm a Hard-Working Boater ' 



i 


I’m an Archer of Empire and old as the stars 
My skin it is lined with a thousand years’ scars 
And I spend all me time in the down at heel bars 
Just waiting for offers of labour. 

I’ll take any vessel and I’ll make it fly 
If I’ve got to run blindfold I’ll curse but I’ll try 
For what else can you do when you can’t even die 
But beg for John Company’s favour. 

I’ve crossed this damned galaxy ten times or more 
From the plateaux of Darkreach to Gaser’s bleak shore 
And I’ve pounded the boards till me hands were all sore 
And me blood runnin’ over the plating. 

I’ve fought for me breath with the gauges on red 
When the stars’ mocking laughter rang cold in my head 
And I’ve hated and loved; but my loves are all dead 
And I’m too tired to carry on hating. 

Here’s a curse on the Empire and on that black day 
When the life in my body was blasted away 
And on all those cruel bastards who made me this way 
And now in their graves are all lying. 

And to my fellow Archers rich tickets and fair, 

A sweet runnin’ vessel, clear screens and good air, 

And if you get to heaven, inquire for me there 
If God has a ship he wants Hying. 
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IN MY CUPBOARD 


WORDS Lawrence Dean 

MUSIC "Clemen tine " 


There’s a Hubbard in my cupboard; 
Couldn’t keep it on my shelf. 

No, I’m never going to read it, 

I just couldn’t face myself. 

See, I won it in a raffle 

And no one would swap with me, 

So it lies there in my cupboard, 

Doomed for all eternity. 

If you want it, you can take it; 

I’ll give it to you for free. 

But remember, if you read it, 

There’s a whole dekalogy. 

(Next two lines spoken) 

You don’t want it . . ? 

I didn’t think you would . . . 

L Ron founded a religion, 

Church of Scientology; 

Now they’ve messed with science fiction, 
Giving no apology. 

How they used us and abused us, 
Something we did not foresee: 

Tried to convert all of Brighton 
During our Conspiracy. 

There’s a Hubbard in my cupboard 
And it beckons now, oh see. 

I am going .to destroy it 
So it has no hold on me. 
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SONG TO A DRAGON 


WORDS Valerie Housden - 1988 
MUSIC 'Song to a Seagull" - Joni Mitchell 


E Dm E Dm 

Fly, golden dragon, your strong wings can bear you 
E Bm F#m7 B7 

O’er mountains and meadows, o’er deserts and sea, 

E Bm E Bm 

While we who are earthbound and live within stoneholds 
E Bm . 

Must watch and be jealous of one who is free. 

E Bm 

My song with the dragon flies 
G B7 E . 

To the stars, through the skies. 

I came to the crafthall and thought it a refuge, 

An island of music, where talent can flower. 

But Harpers are human, and humans are jealous 
Of personal prestige, position and power. 

My song with the dragon flies 
To the stars, through the skies. 

Out of the crafthall and into the wide world 
We’ve Ballads to sing and Hold children to teach. 

(There’s) The whole Southern landmass to explore and chart out 
To bring the whole planet within each Holder’s reach. 

My song with the dragon flies 
To the stars, through the skies. 

Fly, tiny lizard. Though you are no dragon, 

You’re loving and trusting and faithful and dear. 

You’ve memories of people, who left the Dawn Sisters 
To live on this dragon world, verdant and clear. 

My song with the lizard flies 
To the stars, through the skies. 


NOTE - for information on Joni Mitchell’s tuning see the song 21 - GREAT CONVENTION. 



































































The home we never knew 
Was wild and wide, with rolling plains 
With gentle suns and singing rains 
And rivers flowing free, 

The home we’ll never see 

Was dry and hard and carved in stone 

A place to wander all alone 

And hoard each drop of dew; 

We’ve seen more worlds than we can tell, 

If any one was heaven, or hell, 

Or home — we never knew. 

The place from which we came 
Was full of life and light and song 
With trees that flourished tall and strong 
And beasts of every kind; 

The place we’ll never find 

Was cold and bare and made us wise, 

Death was a penance, life the prize 
In its unending game; 

Is it so terrible a crime 
If we do not recall the time 
And place from which we came ? 

The life that once was ours 
Passed peacefully from day to day 
Till Anally it slipped away 
Into unending sleep, 

The life we could not keep 
Was battle joined in every breath 
Against the cosmic force of death 
And all its fatal powers; 

We may have won, we may have lost, 
Death’s path and ours have seldom crossed, 
But life - that once was ours. 

The world we’ll never know - 
And yet we feel within our mind 
There must have been one, lost behind 
The multiveree’s curve; 

The world we don’t deserve - 
And yet to suspect gods we pray 
That we will come to it some day 
And feel it to be so; 

Or else, down endless ages hurled, 

Forever travelling from world 
To world, we’ll never know. 
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YES, WE HAVE NO ORGANAS 

WORDS Zander Nyrond 

MUSIC "Yea, We Have No Bananas" 


Scene : the Cantina. Suddenly in burst three armed storm troopers. 

"Where is the Princess?" they hiss. "What Princess?" someone says. 

"Princess Leia Organa" rasps a trooper. To his horror the whole place bursts into song . . . 


Onines - 

Yes, we have no Organas, 

We have no Organas today, 

We got Solos and Bobas, 

And Landos and Yodas 
And all kinds of droid, and say, 

We got an young apprentice farmer 
(He’s quite a charmer) 

But yes, we have no Organas, 

We have no Organas today. 


A Corellian sings - 

Yes, we have no Organas, 

We have no Organas today, 

We got Wookies and cookies, 

And traders and Vaders 
(Next line spoken) 

With the Vader we throw in a light sabre and an Airwick . . . 
We got some fine herbs and spices, 

And lots of interesting vices, 

But yes, we have no Organas, 

We have no Organas today. 


A Trekkie sings - 

Yes, we have no Organas, 

We have no Organas today, 

We got hundreds of lifts 
Working alternate shifts 
And demanding a fair day’s pay. 

(Next 4 lines spoken - triple speed) 

We got a hell of a ship with a Captain called Kirk 
Who with two or three others does all of the work. 

The rest are all women, four hundred or more, 

And no-one at Starfleet can think what they’re for - 
But yes, we have no Organas, 

We have no Organas today. 

A Medievalist sings, having trouble with the metre, and missing the point entirely 
Ita, non habemus Organa, 

Non habemus Organa hodie. 

Habemus tibias lyrasque 
Buccinasque violasque 
Nec desunt cornu aeneae; 

Habemus tympana aurata 
Et quadraginta castrata, 

Sed ita, non habemus Organa, 

Non habemus Organa hodie 
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A Sevener sings - 

Yes, we have no Organas, 

We have no Organas today, 

We got dangerous rebels 
And mind-reading pebbles 
To frighten the Feds away. 

Next two lines spoken, in Arthur Daley-ese) 

We got this incredible powerful secondhand battle cruiser . . . 

One previous owner . . fell off the back of a lorry . . no questions asked . . . 

But yes, we have no Organas, 

We have no Organas today. 

The Sevener is dragged off, another takes his place - 
Yes, we have no Organas, 

We have no Organas today, 

We got Avon and Cally, 

And Avon . . . and Avon . . . and . . . 

She also is dragged off, semi-conscious. 

There is a brief lull while the musicians finish the verse. 

This is punctuated only by a solo voice singing 'You are my heart’s delight" over the penultimate line. 

The singer is brutally supressed. 

A Doctor sings - 

Yes, we have no Organas, 

We have no Organas today, 

We got Time Lords and Daleks 

Who speak in italics 

And tend to get in my way. 

We got one used Romana, 

Take her if you wanna; 

But yes, we have no Organas, 

We have no Organas today. 

Omnes again - 

Yes, we have no Organas, 

We have no Organas today, 

We got spaceships and TARDES 
And Laurels and Hardies 
And futures that aint pass!, 

And heroes to do the killin’s 
But yes, we have no Organas, 

We . . have . . no . . Org - a - nas . . today I 


The stormtroopers, cursing in baffled rage, slink off. 

The Company breaks into a wild hoe-down, balloons descend from the ceiling, 
spikes rise from the floor etc .. . 
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ACHERON FARE 
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WORDS Philip Allcock 

MUSIC "Widdicombe Fair" 


Oh Ripley, oh Ripley now we’re in a fix. 

I know that we mocked you and said you were sick. 

But we’d like you to go to LV-426. 

with Dietrich, Frost Crowe, Wiersbowski, Apone Drake, Spunkmeyer, Ferro Hudson, 
Burke Vasques, Gormann Hicks, an android called Bishop and all. 

"First I want your promise to be sure there’s no doubt. 

If we find any aliens we’ll wipe them all out ? 

'1 promise" says Burke, "we won’t mess about." 

with Dietrich, Frost Crowe, Wiersbowski, Apone Drake, Spunkmeyer, Ferro Hudson, 
Burke Vasques, Gormann Hicks, an android called Bishop and all. 

Sulaco arrives at the planet of dread 
To find that the colonist’s beacons are dead 
And breakfast is still the same bloody combread. 

for Dietrich, Frost Crowe, Wiersbowski, Apone Drake, Spunkmeyer, Ferro Hudson, 

Burke Vasques, Gormann Hicks, Ellen Ripley, an android called Bishop and alL 

So, the drop ship descends to the colonist base, 

Dusts off — lets them out — then flies off, just in case 
But of colonists or aliens there’s barely a trace. 

for Dietrich, Frost Crowe, Wiersbowski, Apone Drake, Spunkmeyer, Ferro Hudson, 
Burke Vasques, Gormann Hicks, Ellen Ripley, an android called Bishop and all. 

And then they discover a young girl called Newt 
Who’s been living for weeks in the air ducts and chutes. 

She’s filthy and frightened and not at all cute . . .(thankfully) 

for Dietrich, Frost Crowe, Wiersbowski, Apone Drake, Spunkmeyer, Ferro Hudson, 
Burke Vasques, Gormann Hicks, Ellen Ripley, an android called Bishop (and Newt). 

The marines they proceed down to sub-level 3 
Without any ammo (reactor safety) 

A really dumb move that, I’m sure you’ll agree. 

'What are we supposed to use, sarge? Harsh language?" 

for Dietrich, Frost Crowe, Wiersbowski, Apone Drake, Spunkmeyer, Ferro Hudson, 
Burke Vasques, Gormann Hicks, Ellen Ripley, an android called Bishop (and Newt). 

Then the aliens strike and marines start to scream. 

And Gormann he watches as if in a dream 
As medical monitors die on his screen 

Dietrich . . .. Frost . . . Crowe . . . Wiersbowski . . . Apone ! 

So Ripley takes over and she starts to drive 
To head to the rescue of those still alive 
She wonders if any of them will survive. 


Drake ! 



She rescues a few from the alien jaws 

And wants to make sure they won’t lose any more. 

"Let’s nuke ’em from orbit - only way to be sure." 

(pause - pause - pause - pause - pause - pause) . . Spunkmeyer, Ferro Hudson, 

Burke Vasques, Gormann Hicks, Ellen Ripley, an android called Bishop (and Newt). 

The corporal agrees and the drop ship he calls 
Which was sent off for safety as set by the rules. 

To sit on the ground with the ramp down ? The fools ! 

Spunkmeyer ! 

So Ferro takes off though her partner is late, 

Then blood spattered glass testifies to her fate 

And the ship hits the APC, “Oh that’s just great, that’s just 

Shut it Hudson! Burke Vasques, Gormann Hicks, Ellen Ripley, 
an android called Bishop (and Newt). 

Stunned, shocked and frightened they try for some rest 
But Ripley’s attacked by an alien pest. 

(Burke wanted to give her an internal guest). 

Hudson, Burke Vasques, Gormann Hicks, Ellen Ripley, 
an android called Bishop (and Newt). 

For rescue they must bring the spare drop ship down, 

But the aerial’s right at the far end of town - “No way is anyone gomg to go out there l 
And Bishop’s the only live pilot around . . . 'Yeah, Bishop can go . . 

says Hudson, Burke Vasques, Gormann Hicks, Ellen Ripley, 
an android called Bishop (and Newt). 

So Bishop sets off down a pipeway he crawls. 

From a motion detector a warning note calls 
It says the aliens are inside the walls . . . 

Hudson, Burke Vasques, Gormann Hicks, Ellen Ripley, 
an android called Bishop (and Newt). 

So Hicks checks the ceilings - and jumps down; he saw 

It’s crawling with aliens, a dosen or more 

And they cannot get out because Burke’s locked the door. 


Hudson ! 

They’re trapped low on ammo, and things looking bad. 

When Newt points out an air-duct that leads to the pad. 

And Burke meets an alien which makes us so gl-... er sad. 

Burke ! 

Then Gormann and Vasques are cut off from the group. 

They’ve emptied their weapons and know they’re in the soup 
So they prime a grenade and they blow themselves up . . .(sorry.) 

Vasques ! Gormann ! 

A blastwave hits Newt, makes her stumble and fall 
To where they can’t reach her but can hear her call 
As she staggers along through a half-flooded hall. 

Hicks, Ripley, an android called Bishop (and Newt). 



Then the cries are cut off and they know she’s gone 
But the two that are left still bravely struggle on. 

The Hicks is blood spattered and there is but one. 

Ellen Ripley, an_.android called Bishop, that’s all. 

She reaches the drop-ship which lifts off the ground 
But she made Newt a promise and won’t let her down. 

The bracelet tells Ripley where Newt’s to be found. 

Ellen Ripley, an android called Bishop, that’s all. 

Pulse rifle and incinerator taped side by side 

(If she finds any eggs she’ll make sure that they’re fried) 

Takes the lift and then down to the sub-level rides. 

Ellen Ripley, an android called Bishop, that’s alL 

She finds Newt and frees her from her cocoon bed, 

With alien eggs by the score round her spread 
And the alien queen towering overhead . . . 

Ellen Ripley, an android called Bishop (and Newt). 

By threatening the eggs she retreats to the door 

Then sets fire to the lot with the incinerator 

And grenades the queen’s egg-sac which makes her real sore. 

Ellen Ripley, an android called Bishop (and Newt). 

They head for the drop-ship pursued by the queen 
But when they get there it’s nowhere to be seen. 

Her ammo’s all gone and the queen looks real mean . . . 

Ellen Ripley, an android called Bishop (and Newt). 

Then the drop-ship appears, ’neath the pad it was hid 
Picks up Ripley and Newt, hits the queen with its skid 
And zooms off into space as the plant blows its lid. 

Ellen Ripley, an android called Bishop (and Newt). 

They return to Sulaco, these fortunate few, 

The nightmare is over — the aliens are through. 

Then the queen impales Bishop and rips him in two. 

Ellen Ripley, half an android called Bishop (and Newt). 

Ripley runs off leaving Newt to her fate 

Who hides from the queen ’neath a series of grates. 

Door opens and in a loader Ripley waits. 

Get away tom her you bitch / 

says Ripley, half an android called Bishop (and Newt). 

Powerloader and queen they fight waldo and claw, 

Fall into an airlock, Ripley opens the door, 

Queen’s blown into space — that’s the end of the war. 


for Ripley, half an android called Bishop (and Newt). 
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LAMENT FOR GWYDION 

WORDS Mike Whitaker - 1987 
MUSIC Mike Whitaker - 1987 


Am PM7 G , Am 

Fire across the water, silence on the wind. 

Am FM7 G. E(7l 

Oak leaves now are falling, winter soon begins. 

F G C Am 

Now I wish I’d taken time to tell you everything, 
p m p Q Am 

But it’s far too late to say the things I wanted to. 


Ripples on the water, winter in the air, 

Rowan tree is fading, its branches dead and bare. 
Maybe we were both afraid of feelings that we shared, 
But it’s far too late to share the love I had for you. 


Shadows on the water, dark clouds in the sky, 

Wild rose by your graveside — comrades’ last goodbye. 

All that’s left is memories of a love I tried to hide: 

p g Am-add9 

l“ 0 ve you - but it’s far too late - there’s nothing I can do. 




THE GENRE FOR ME 
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WORDS 

MUSIC 


Lawrence Dean 

"Skippy, the Bush Kangaroo" 


When I was young, I liked 

The story in which the princess 

Kissed a frog and then it turned into a prince. 

Later, at school, I found 

The stories that 1 enjoyed the most 

Were ones in which the good side always wins. 

But in my adolescent years 

The books I read, unlike my peers, 

Were filled with rocketships and laser guns 
And things with pointed ears. 

I guess you know the rest; 

The genre I like the best 
Has stood the test of time 
And that’s why I am here .... 

Skiffy, skiffy, skiffy can so set you free; 
Skiffy, skiffy, skiffy’s the genre for me. 



ihirzjWATioMAL unkup 
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FOOTBALL 

WORDS Zander Nyrond - 19 
MUSIC u Greensleeves M - the 


atutory cover version. 


Alas, my love, you have squealed on me 
'Cause I taped some stuff from the BBC 
Now they are saying it’s piracy 
’Cause I couldn’t watch any more football. 

Football is on every day, 

Football’s about all they show, 

Football is a ghastly plague, 

I just cannot stand any more football. 


In former times before I met you 
There was Blake and Star Trek and Dr. Who 
But now these programmes are all but through 
There'll be nothing to look at but football. 

Football is on every day, 

Football’s about all they show, 

Football is a ghastly plague, 

I just cannot stand any more football. 

I turned on the box and swore like hell 
As Arbroath kicked off against Motherwell 
On ITV and the Beeb as well 
Was exactly the same game of football. 

Football is on every day, 

Football’s about all they show, 

Football is a ghastly plague, 

I just cannot stand any more football. 

Now I’ve been caught ril be put away 
And HI bet I know what the judge will say 
For sixteen hours out of every day 
I’ll be tied down and made to watch football. 

Football is on every day, 

Football’s about all they show, 

Football is a ghastly plague, 

I just cannot stand any more football. 
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MONTY WHO ? 

WORDS Mike Whitaker & Rhodri James - 1988 
MUSIC H The Battle-Hymn of the Republic " 


Mine eyes have seen the glory of the umpteenth level Lord, 

He can stand alone against a screaming demon horde, 

He has three hundred hit points and a +10 vorpal sword, 

As he goes marching on. 

Glory, glory, trash the party, 

Glory, glory, trash the party, 

Glory, glory, trash the party, 

As they go marching on. 

Mine eyes have seen the glory of the umpteenth level priest, 

If you’re evil and he turns you then you’re instantly deceased, 
His Wisdom’s 27, it’s been magically increased, 

As he goes marching on. 

Glory, glory, . . . 

Min e eyes have seen the glory of the umpteenth level mage, 
His spells are so high level that their casting takes an age. 

He has a book of scrolls that’s got a wish on every page 
As he goes marching on. 

Glory, glory, . . . 

I cannot see the glory of the umpteenth level thief, 

He can hide in shadows and then give you lots of grief, 

’Cos his backstab multiplier is just way beyond belief 
As he goes marching on. (Silently, naturally) 

Glory, glory, . . . 

Mine eyes have seen the glory of the flower-power monk, 

He has no use for armour, magic weapons or such junk, 

And he’s immune to poison so he never ends up drunk 
As he goes marching on. 

Glory, glory, . . . 

Mine eyes have seen the glory of the umpteenth level bard, 
He’s both a thief and fighter and he thinks he’s really hard, 
He plays a Hammond organ and an electric guitar, 

As he goes filking on. 

Glory, glory, . . . 
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THE LAST APOCALYPSO 

WORDS Lawrence Dean 
MUSIC Lawrence Dean 


We’re on a one-way trip, 

So sing the last apocalypso. 

We’re going down with the ship, 

So sing the last apocalypso. 

Ronny the Raygun’s playing Russian Roulette, 

He hasn’t got to the loaded one yet; 

It’ll come soon and when it does you can bet 
There’ll be nobody left behind to forget . . . 

We’re on a one-way trip, 

So sing the last apocalypso. 

We’re going down with the ship, 

So sing the last apocalypso. 

All of the animals deserve some respect; 

Must we stand by, watch their habitats wrecked? 

If it goes on, you know, the final effect 
Is there’ll be no wildlife left for us to protect . . . 

We’re on a one-way trip, 

So sing the last apocalypso. 

We’re going down with the ship, 

So sing the last apocalypso. 

All of our beauty spots are wasting away, 

Forests and lakes are dying more every day: 

If we dont act to stop pollution today, 

The future we see will be both dismal and grey . . . 
(If there is a future) 

We’re on a one-way trip, 

So sing the last apocalypso. 

We’re going down with the ship, 

So sing the last apocalypso. 

Looks like we’re losing our grip, 

So sing the last apocalypso. 

Now we’re beginning to slip, 

So sing the last apocalypso. 


DISK (The Database Machine) 

WORDS Philip Allcock 

MUSIC "Dusk" - Mike Whitaker is Caroline Bollen (see 

Am Om/F 
6543.434 6543.434 6543.434 6543.434 

(pick 1 + base 231.23) 

Am G6 FM7 Am 

The computer I’m sat behind seems ready now to fail. 

Am eg FM7 a 

Outside there’s no LED, but inside there’s no life at all. 

C Dm p a 

?Ut a f^ tabase on my disk toni 8 ht “ was growing hour by hour 

But I fear that the data is corrupted now, for Someone just turned off all of the poww. 

The database I programmed in seems ready now to fail. 

Printouts, they all seemed OK, but compiled it won’t work at all. 

There’s a virus loose on my disk tonight — it’s growing hour by hour 

And I don’t know if I’M ever get my data back - now all the disk’s turned sour. 

The office now is lonely. Above me the VDUs shine. 

And all I have for comfort are my tools and a bottle of wine. 

Now a drink might dull the sorrow, or a hammer would be easier yet. 

And I’ll keep my list safe on paper now. Computers ! You can forget”. Dm 
You can forget ... 

You can forget . . . 

You can forget ... 

You can forget . . . 

You can forget ... 
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THE LATEST MODEL 

WORDS Zander Nyrond 

MUSIC "A Modern Major-General" - Gilbert & Sullivan 


I am the latest model of a personal computer, 

Pm a secretary, archivist, a maths and physics tutor, 

I can add up exponentials and work out how much a googol is, 

I can navigate in space and tell you where the neck of Dougal is; 

Pm very good at integral and differential calculus, 

I’ll warn you off a drink if I suspect that it is alc’holous, 

Then I can show how tyrants tried concealing their tyrannicals, 

And whistle all the airs from that infernal "Spock in Manacles' 1 ! 

Then I can write a poem in a dialect of Hindi 

That will stiffen up your sinews if you get to feeling windy, 

Pm a chemist, Pm a general, Pm an airport traffic router, 

For I am the latest model of a personal computer 1 

I do the toughest crossword in the time it takes a graviton 
To choose to have a fission and decide what spot to have it on, 

My brain is made of platinum with dashes of iridium 
Which gives my logic processes their individual idiom; 

I function in a dozen modes or more, quite simultaneous, 

My random impulse triggering there’s nothing quite as zany as, 

About my number-crunching I am teeming with a lot o’news, 

And there’s not a graphic function that I cannot swiftly plot an’ use ! 

I can run three hundred households from New Year right through to Candlemas, 
And handle fifty robots if you tell me what to handle ’em as, 

When driving your jalopy I can toot "’oot" on my ’ooter 
For I am the latest model of a personal computer 1 

(slower) 

In fact, when I know how to get a high score on Galaxians, 

When I can keep my tank from being blasted into fraxians, 

When I can run a screen that’s full of asteroids and aliens, 

And guess all sorts of animals, both reptiles and ma mm alians, 

When I can make my sprites move in perspective three-dimensional, 

And do things with a joystick that are just a bit intentional, 

In short, when in the gaming field I know at least one onion — 

Why then some human might decide Pm fit to spend his money on I 

For I have no gaming software, Pm not built for such frivolity, 

But though to thus equip me would have been the part of polity, 

From Threepio to Twiki there is no-one could be cuter 
And Pm still the latest model of a personal computer !! 


NOTE 1 - "Spock in Manacles - The Rock Opera ” was written and performed by Kate Davies and company 
for BECCON 1985. Proceeds went to charity. Copies of the script are still available bom BECCON 
Publications. 
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DANCE OF THE MIDNIGHT SHAPES 

WORDS Lawrence Dean 
MUSIC Lawrence Dean 


As one day fades into the past 
And its successor stumbles forth 
The hour of midnight chimes; 

The moon is hidden by a cloud 
And a distant bell-tower tolls away 
Twelve unrepentant times, 

And then is silent. 

The street is now deserted 

And lines of well-spaced street-lamps 

Cast their light upon an empty stage . . . 

In this eternal place 
Where time stands still 
The midnight people stir. 

Unholy shapes or blessed nymphs; 

They’re never seen, so who can say ? 
Flitting back and forth in the air, 

As though to celebrate the coming day. 

But hark ! The sound of footsteps 

Drifts up the lonely lane 

And now a man comes into view, 

Walking at such a pace 
That the midnight shapes 
Must take quick steps 
To keep from being seen. 

But all in vain, 

Their efforts are in vain; 

Alas, the man looks up. 

And as the last of the midnight revellers 
Tries desperately to flee, 

A glimpse is caught by the man below 
Of a fleeting shape 
Against the glowing orb 
Of the nearest lamp; 

He knows what he has seen. 

The midnight people have no choice. 
Their precious secret must be kept; 

No man shall pass it on. 

And so the stranger is transformed, 
Becomes that which he last beheld, 

And midnight . . . passes on. 
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THERE’S A BRIGHT GOLDEN HAZE 


WORDS 

MUSIC 


Pat Brown - 1987 , 

"OA, WTzat a Beautiful Morning from Oklahoma 


There’s a bright golden hase on the meadow, 

There’s a bright golden hase on the meadow, 

The ants are as high as the elephant’s eye - 
It must be the fallout that comes from the sky 1 

Oh what a beautiful morning, 

Oh what a beautiful day, 

I hear the ten minute warning - 
Missiles are coming my way. 

There’s American bombs in their solos, 

There are red Russian bombs in their silos, 

There’s English, Israeli, and South African, 

And they all look pretty when they go off "Bang!" 

Oh what a beautiful morning, 

Oh what a beautiful day, 

I hear the ten minute warning - 
Missiles are coming my way. 

There are grey submarines in the ocean, 

There are grey submarines, all in motion, 

They all carry bombs and who knows where they’ll be ? 
But all of their missiles are pointing at me ! 

Oh what a beautiful morning, 

Oh what a beautiful day, 

I hear the ten minute warning — 

Missiles are coining my way. 

You can hide in your shelter for ages, 

While the nuclear holocaust rages, 

But only one thing is for certain, you see, 

The fallout will get you eventually ! 

Oh what a beautiful morning, 

Oh what a beautiful day, 

I hear the ten minute warning - 
Missiles are coming my way. 


RISE AND WHAT ? ? 

WORDS Zander Nyrond 

MUSIC "Oh, What a Beautiful Morning from Oklahoma 

There’s a bright scarlet haze on my eyeballs, 

There’s a bright scarlet haze on my eyeballs, 

My mouth is as dry as a skeleton’s thigh, 

And my guts and their contents are wavin’ goodbye . . . 

Oh, what a hideous mornin’ 

Oh, what a horrible day, 

I got a nauseous feelin’, 

Everyone out of my way ! 

In my head there’s a troll with a hammer, 

In my head there’s a troll with a hammer, 

My skull seems too small for the size of my brain, 

And I think I am goin* to do it again . . . 

Oh, what a hideous mornin’ 

Oh, what a horrible day, 

I got a nauseous feelin’, 

Everyone out of my way ! 

There is no-one on earth who can help me, 

There is no-one on earth who can help me, 

I’ll call upon Yurinn, I think I know how, 

That Great Big White Telephone’s what I need now . . . 

Oh, what a hideous mornin’ 

Oh, what a horrible day, 

I got a nauseous feelin’, 

Everyone out of my way ! 

Sound FX : rapidly receding footsteps, door slamming . . 

Muffled 

Oh what a horrible . . . (day). 



EDITORIAL 
Now I know, 


NOTE - I’ve been singing this for some time and wondered what sick mind evolved it. 
and I don’t see why I should suffer alone. 
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LETHAL THINGS 
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WORDS 

MUSIC 


Philip Allcock 

"My Favourite Things" 


Heroes need weapons to kill all their foes off, 

Blow up their spaceships or shoot all their toes off, 
Am7 D7 . G C 

Slaughter the minions and foil Emperor Mmg. 

G C Arne B7 

To do this they need just a few lethal things. 

Rayguns and blasters and neuron disruptors, 
Proton torpedoes and protein corruptors, 
(Hand)-held laser pistols that can’t hit a fig 
But fire shots for hours on a battery this big. 


Blood of acid, 

Am6 B7 
Poisoned tail stings, 

Em C 

Teeth and claws galore. 

But as long as you’ve got just a few lethal things 
G C D7 G 

(You) can mow them down by the score. 

Pirates had wall screens that proved too unyielding 
So Lensmen built Q-guns to punch through their shielding. 
But they didn’t think forty million degrees hot 
When a Primary Beam did the same with one shot. 


Negaspheres and, 

Inert Planets, 

Beams fired from the Sun, 

And with duodecaplylatomate bombs 
The enemy’s soon 'well done". 

So much for the future but what about past things ? 
(Though armour and axes seem remarkably lasting) 

To slay ancient dragons and kill evil kings, 

What were our heroes of lore’s lethal things ? 

A sword that was broken but now shines with starlight, 

A smith-crafted blade that makes brave men feel cold fright, 
Chaos-forged hell swords that suck out your soul, 

Or swords that are Gates which just swallow men whole. 


Viking axes, 

Norman longspears, 

These are history. 

But now in our quest for yet more lethal things, 



k 


Now, fighters use broadswords and clerics use maces. 
Dwarves they use hammers to smash in ore faces. 
Elves use a longsword to get a plus one, 

Or specialise in longbows and have lots of fun. 

All these weapons . . . 

All these choices . . . 

What is one to do . . ? 

You go find an expert in lethality, 

Why don’t you go talk to Hugh ? 


NOTE - Hugh, in the last line is Hugh Macsetti. For further information see “Mascetti’s Song " in "The Old 
Grey Wassail Test " 


l 
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THE DUNGEONEER’S BLUES 

WORDS Zander Nyrond - 1987 
MUSIC "(You Got Me) Singin* the Blues" 


Well, I never felt less like drawing my sword, 
I don’t wanna go, and get myself gored, 
Down dungeons, 

I got the dungeoneer’s blues. 

Well, I never felt less like cracking a chest, 
Pm down on my luck, Pm not at my best 
Down dungeons, 

I got the dungeoneer’s blues. 

Well, my sword and mail no longer shine, 
The strength is gone that once was mine. 

If I go down that hole with you, 

We’ll all end up as dungeon stew . . . 

Well, 1 never felt less like bashing a troll, 
And running the risk of losing my soul 
Down dungeons, 

I got the dungeoneer’s blues. 


(Repeat middle eight and last verse.) 




112 


THREE DUNGEONEERS’ DITTIES 

WORDS Zander Nyrond 
MUSIC 1 - British Grenadier 


2 - Vicar of Bray 


3 - PH Go No More A-Roving 


1) THE ELEMENTS OF HEROISM 

I am a doughty fighter, 

No wizard, priest or crook, 

At nineteen treble zero 
1 kill with just one look, 

With my magic armour, magic sword, 

Helm, gauntlets, boots and spear 
It’s a plus plus plus plus plus plus plus 
For the fearless dungeoneer. 


2) EXPEDIENCE 

I am a good and lawful priest, 

Fll tell it to you face, Sir, 

And if I meet a dungeon beast 
Fll cream it with my mace, Sir, 

For this is Law, from which I’ll gain 
What Good I can derive, Sir; 
Though lawful good I must remain 
I’ll also stay alive, Sir. 


3) A SUCCESSFUL CAREER 

For dungeoning I’m quite well known 
And thieving is my trade; 

For dungeoning I’m quite well known, 

They let me open chests alone — 

And bless me when I don’t insist on being paid, 
A-thieving, achieving, 

The party I’ve been screw-I-in’ 

I’ll chuck it and retire on all the gold I’ve made. 
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SIXTEEN TOMES 

WORDS Rhodri James - 1987 

MUSIC "Sixteen Tons" - Tennessee Ernie Ford 


I got up one morning when the sun didn’t shine, 

I went to the market and I took my time, 

I bought sixteen tomes, and all pretty old 
And the stall-boss said "Well bless my soul !" 

I bought sixteen tomes, what did I get ? 

A thousand more pages and deeper in debt 1 
Worldcon don’t you call me, ’cos I can’t go; 

I owe my soul to the second-hand stall. 

Some people say a fan should be good 
But I’m only made out of flesh and blood, 

Flesh and blood and skin and bones, 

And my will is weak and my shelves are long. 

I bought sixteen tomes, what did I get ? 

A thousand more pages and deeper in debt ! 

Worldcon don’t you call me, ’cos I can’t go; 

I owe my soul to the second-hand stall. 

I got up one morning in the drizzle and rain, 

Lugging those books was a real pain. 

I got to the crossing and my carrier burst — 

If you think that’s bad, it sure ain’t the worst ! 

I bought sixteen tomes, what did I get ? 

A thousand more pages and deeper in debt 1 
Worldcon don’t you call me, ’cos I can’t go; 

I owe my soul to the second-hand stall. 

If you see me coming better step aside, 

Pm reaUy quite mad ’cos of what I buyed; 

Got a bag full of Heinlein and Jerry Pounelle 

And if the Doc Smith don’t get you then the Donaldson will ! 

I bought sixteen tomes, what did I get ? 

A thousand more pages and deeper in debt ! 

Worldcon don’t you call me, ’cos I can’t go; 

I owe my soul to the second-hcnd stall. 



^ THE WOMPRAT SONG 

WORDS Zander Sc Soren Nyrond - 1988 
MUSIC '!My Favourite Things" 


Womprats in toasters and womprats on griddles, 

Womprats in ovens with string round their middles, 
Southern fried womprat with on-i-on rings, 

These are a few of my favourite things. 

Womprats en casserole garnished with yarrow, 

Cold womprat salad with slices of marrow, 

Chili con womprat, a flavour that sings, 

These are some more of my favourite things. 

Other creatures 
Have their features 
But they don’t inspire, 

But once you’ve tried womprat you’ll see what I mean 
Your tastebuds will be on fire . . . 

Sweet and sour womprat, and womprat chop suey, 

Hot womprat goulash is lovely and gooey, 

Such are the pleasures that womprat meat brings 
That’s why it’s one of my favourite things. 

"Exploitation ! 

Desecration !'" 

Nature lovers bleat, 

But once they’ve tried womprat they know what I mean, 
For womprat was made - to eat ! 


115 THE VIKING CREED 

WORDS Marion van der Voort 
MUSIC "The Radetzky March" 


Shout aloud that you’re proud of the Viking crowd. 
Yell hooray as you slay in the Viking way. 

As you use your axe giving mighty thwacks 
Never shame the name of Thor or Odin. 

Raise your shield, never yield on the battlefield. 
Never cry as you die, merely wink an eye. 

For Valhalla bright waits for you tonight, 

You will never cease to fight. 



SONG OF THE GALACTIC BANKER 


116 


WORDS 

MUSIC 


Zander & Soren Nyrond - 1988 
"My Favourite Things" - yet again . 


Round coins and square coins and coins shaped like wedges, 
Six-sided coins with blank verse round the edges, 

Long coins and short coins and fat coins and thin, 

Some of the cash that the Nyronds bring in . . . 

Copper and silver coins, gold coins and nickel, 

Sea shells and coral and punnets of pickle, 

Coins made of rubber and leather and tin, 

Some of the cash that the Nyronds drag in . . . 

Where they get them, 

Where they net them, 

We don’t need to know, 

Our business depends on what Nyronds bring in, 

And where we can make — it go. 

Bolts of fine satin and reels of elastic, 

Slave girls and slave boys and men in white plastic, 
Livestock and rolling-stock, cash, kind or kin — 

We can take all that the Nyronds haul in . . . 

Our obsession 
With discretion 
Is a sound device, 

For sometimes I feel from what Nyronds bring in, 

They can’t really be — quite nice ! 



SONG OF THE WOMEN 

WORDS Janet M Warner - 1987 
MUSIC Zander Nyrond 
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Turn the seed, spill the silk, weave the world colour, 
Turn the seed, spin the silk, weave the world free. 

Here in the darkness, a circle of seven, 

Spinning and spinning the fire-crystal thread, 

We are the women with no-one to bind us, 

We are the lost, for our children are dead. 

Turn the seed . . . 

Here in the circle, we women are waiting, 

Biding our time while the towers grow strong, 

For we are the women with no tribe to blind us 
With laws and with customs to say we do wrong. 


Turn the seed . . . 


Here in the Northlands, we gather by moonlight, 

Many and many, we rise to one call; 

Here is the circle, the first of our calling, 

This is the tower that never shall fall. 

Turn the seed . 

Here in the tower where crystals are burning, 

Here are the daughters of women unborn, 

Here are the women, the stone-broke and heartless, 

Who offer their making though their life-line is torn. 

Turn the seed . . . 

Here in the snow-white, the height of the Shandar, 
Gather the women, the hope of the world, 

Coming and going, their hands never idle, 

Spinning at life, till the gift is revealed. 

Turn the seed, spill the silk, weave the world stronger, 
Turn the seed, spin the life, weave the world well. 


118 THE SERVANT 

WORDS Lawrence Dean 

MUSIC Lawrence Dean 

Lipstick on the mirror, 

Vanity profound; 

My Lady kissed her image 
For beauty there she found. 

Tears upon the window, 

Vanity in vain; 

No knight in shining armour 
To hold my Lady’s train. 

Wasted hours of beauty, 

Uncomplimented charm; 

No tall and handsome suitor 
To take my Lady’s arm. 

Loneliness is keeping 
My Lady to herself. 

In sadness she is tempted 
(By) the dagger on the shelf. 

When I go at evening 
To bid my Lady sup, 

My heart is full of grieving 
For poison fills her cup. 

Tragedy has taken 
A life so short and fair; 

My Lady, she has ended 
The life she could not bear. 




Hush don’t you mourn 

Be glad that you’re born 

And you shall hear the Ravens when you die. 

Hush don’t you cry 

And you shall ride the Whales’ Way, 

Before you ride the Swans’ Way, 

You shall go a*Viking by and by. 

Hush don’t you cry. 

Hush don’t you fret 
You’ll be a hero yet 

And see the Bifrost shine across the sky. 

Hush don’t you cry 

And you shall ride the Whales’ Way, 

Before you ride the Swans’ Way, 

You shall go a*Viking by and by. 

Hush don’t you cry. 

NOTE - this should be sung unaccompanied. Music tempo is not strict and bar lines are shown for 
convenience only. 





























120 SWING L0W ’ SWEET VALKYRIE 

WORDS David Brown and Mike Whitaker - 1988 
MUSIC "Swing Low, Sweet Chariot" 


Swing low, sweet Valkyrie. 

Coming for to carry me home. 

Swing low, sweet Valkyrie. 

Coming for to carry me home. 

I looked over Bifrost, and what did I see 
Coming for to carry me home. 

Brunhilde and the Valkyrie arcoming after me 
Coming for to carry me home. 


Swing low, sweet Valkyrie. 

Coming for to carry me home. 

Swing low, sweet Valkyrie. 

Coming for to carry me home. 

I’m going to Valhalla - with Odin I will stay 
Coming for to carry me home. 

Drinking all the night and fighting all the day 
Coming for to carry me home. 

Swing low, sweet Valkyrie. 

Coming for to carry me home. 

Swing low, sweet Valkyrie. 

Coming for to carry me home. 
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SIR JOCK OF THE SWORD 

WORDS Zander Nyrond - 1987 

MUSIC Zander Nyrond 
































Oh, Sir Jock of the Sword is come out of the north 
With his armour all burnished and bright, 

From his lance hung a lamp when at night he rode forth 
And it shed a most flattering light. 

By his side in its sheath hung his weapon far-famed 
In a loop made of silvery cord, 

And wherever he went he was always acclaimed 
As the valiant Sir Jock of the Sword. 

Oh, sing we of battles and blood-spattered mail, 

And weapons all notched and engored. 

But before we do that let us hear of the tale 
Of the valiant Sir Jock of the Sword. 

He’s an expert on armour and all types of blade, 

He’s been studying swords since a boy, 

He can tell you the place and the time it was made 
And the right kind of stroke to employ. 

But the chief of his virtues is plainest to see 
If tuition you cannot afford 

For he’ll give of his knowledge at length and for free, 

The most generous Sir Jock of the Sword. 

Oh, sing we of . . . 

Oh, he went to a revel in all his best gear 
And the ladies all swooned with delight, 

And they all crowded round him his talk for to hear 
And he kept them for most of the night. 

When I found them next morning outside picking flowers 
I asked them 'Why look you so bored ?” 

They answered me "Sir, we have just spent four hours 
With that tedious Sir Jock of the Sword 1” 

Oh, sing we of . . . 

Oh, the King of the South to the tourney did ride 
For to face our most valiant knight. 

When they sent for Sir Jock he was trying to hide 
But the ladies compelled him to fight. 

Now the sword of the King was incredibly long 
And its blade was all pitted and scored; 

(Next line spoken) 

"Why, you ignorant savage, you’re holding it wr . . ’(pause) 
(Next line sung) 

The last words of Sir Jock of the Sword. 


(Finish with chorus sung twice.) 
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MIKE CONROY’S DINOSAUR 

WORDS Zander Nyrond - 1988 

MUSIC roughly "Does Your Chewing Gum Lose it's Flavour " 






Mike Conroy has a dinosaur, it’s green and four foot high, 

He’s really rather proud of it, it’s the apple of his eye, 

But looking underneath its arm he found to his dismay 
A nasty gaping hole from which the air had leaked away . . . 

Oh, Mike Conroy’s dinosaur has a hole under its arm, 

Now some might think it adds a certain something to its charm 
But a sudden drop in pressure could do a person harm; 

Does no-one love a dinosaur with a hole under its arm ? 

Perhaps it had an accident while wading through the swamp 
Or in the rough-and-tumble of a prehistoric romp. 

Oh, isn’t it a tragedy that a little thing like that 

Can make a firmly rounded friend so weary, stale and flat ? 

Oh, Mike Conroy’s dinosaur has a hole under its arm, 

Now some might think it adds a certain something to its charm 
But a sudden drop in pressure could do a person harm; 

Does no-one love a dinosaur with a hole under its arm ? 

He’s a victim of deflation, and he’s feeling quite let down, 

One time he took it swimming, he was almost like to drown, 

It’s hard to know that someone who you thought would really care 
Turns out to be a hollow shell of nothing but hot air ! 

Oh, Mike Conroy’s dinosaur has a hole under its arm, 

Now some might th ink it adds a certain something to its charm 
But a sudden drop in pressure could do a person harm; 

Does no-one love a dinosaur with a hole under its arm ? 


The moral of this story you may view with some alarm: 

Don’t place your trust in no-one till you’ve checked under their arm, 
(Slower) 

And when you shop for rubber goods they sell behind closed doors . . . 
(A tempo) 

Don’t ever buy their condoms till you’ve checked their dinosaurs ! 
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WINCHESTER CATHEDRAL 

WORDS Sue Mason and Gytha North 
MUSIC "Winchester Cathedral" 


Winchester Cathedral, where Arthur was crowned, 

So we tell the Yankees as they troop around. 

We show them the table, we’ll sell them the sword 
At the highest prices that they can afford. 

So what if we lie, 

We don’t care, don’t give a toss, 

We’ll sell ’em our mother 
If they’ll part with the dosh. 

At Tintagel Castle, where Arthur was born, 

See Merlin’s Garage and Mordred’s Restaurant, 

(You can get anything you want at Mordred’s Restaurant) 
Clotted cream comes from yonder fairy mines 
Brought by the piskies, buy them here for two and nine. 
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